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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 
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NPS . 
LIGHTS, 8 mg. “tar, 0.7 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette; FIC Report DEC’ 
FILTERS. 15 mg. “tar”, 1.1 my. nicotine av. per cigarette hy FIC method 
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oe 10" protect yourself from theicold, 
Camel recommends this ruggedi3/4 
-Isngth, 6-button coat made of naturals 
~~) > Satldie-tanned work, leather; For-extra 
~~ Warmth, we've added a horse-blanket ining, 
~~~ shawl collar and belted waist, Underarm 
zs inserts provide freer movement 
“Flaps were added to the pockets to protect your= 
contents, as well as a convenient inside pocket . 
» ~~ sewn in for your Gamiels; Sizes 36-46. $399, 


For faster service on charge orders, 
CALL TOLL-FREE 1-800-328-2616. 
MINNESOTA ONLY, 1-800-672-0706. 


Complete this form and enclose check or money order (or 
your Credit Card No.) and mail to: 
Camel, P.0. Box 9226, St. Paul MN 55192 


Please be sure to enter the price of any item you order in 

the last column (Enter Price). This, along with your signa- 

ture, will ‘‘validate”’ the order. Your order is not complete 

until you enter prices for all of the items you are ordering 

ood bi where indicated. All prices include shipping and 
andling. 


NAME OF ITEM ENTER PRICE 


: 4 The Camel Coat 
: +4 The Camel Trail Sweater 
© 4 [The Classic Camel Lighter | 
wt) } 
$3 >] | The Came! Binocutar | | 
HA. mY 
t- THE CAMEL BINOCULAR. SUB TOTAL are a 


~ >. For bringing distant tertaintinto 


/ 4 om - Add state and local sales tax where applicable, a 
4 Adcus;this powerful.8x 40 binocular gives:you the 

+ fal-vieweTowithstand:the. punishment of rugged TOTAL OF ORDER $ Ps 

= travel/it’s Seale armored and comes in its own 


For information on the Camel Jeep, check here 
and fill in name and address below. 


State additional items or sizes on separate sheet. 


Please take special care to enter all of] All promotional costs paid by manu- 
your ordering information accurately | facturer. This catalog offer expires 
and completely. This will help toinsure | DEC, 31, 1982, and is good only in the 
that your order is filled promptly and} U.S.A. Void where prohibited or re- 
correctly, Thank you. stricted by law. 


PAYMENT (check one) 


O Check or money order, Amount $___= 
(Payable to CAMEL GEAR; U.S. Funds Only; no cash or stamps.) 


( American Express © VISA (© Master Card 


Credit Card Account # 
0 Ha La, 


Amount: $ 


Expiration Date 


| hereby certify that | am over 21 years of age. 


Signature 
(All orders must be signed.) 


Name. 
Address. 


(Please print clearly.) 


State Zip. 
(Please note: orders cannot be filled without the Zip Code.) 
If you are not completely satisfied with any CAMEL GEAR merchandise, simply 
return it to us within 15 days of receipt for a full refund. 
Please allow up to 45 days for shipment. NL 
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The rugged Jeep.CJ has been uit i with carefully, 
selected options to meet Camel specs for a more specialized 
off-road vehicle. With electric winch and brush guari 
it can'siand up to Mostichallenging obstacle: 
~ Equipped with rear Trac Loc Differential and-standard 4W 
it can take you through most impassable terrai 
There are many other options you can choose from, 
to make the Camel Jeep. further suit your off-roadnee 
Information available on request, 
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Leroux 
&Brew 


Smooth and easy partners, 
Leroux Peppermint Schnapps 
and crisp chilled beer. The 
glow of the schnapps with the 
icy cold of the brew is smooth 
and easy all the way, uniquely 
delicious. Discover the drink 
that's sweeping the country. 
And always ask for Leroux. 

Its great natural taste always 
comes through 
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Once you've 
tasted Leroux 

no other schnapps 
will do. 
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ELCOME TO THE UT- 

terly Monstrous, 

Mind-Roasting Sum- 

mer of O. C. and 

Stiggs, the first issue 
ever in the entire history of this maga- 
zine devoted to just one huge story, and 
also the first issue that’s ever been com- 
pletely written by a sixteen year old— 
me, O, C. Oglevey, a problem teen. 

First off, its real important to an- 
nounce that every single item in this 
story is 100-percent accurate and true. 
The guarantee of this, of course, is the 
legal stamp of Reynoldo Ortega, this 

lexican lawyer who works out of a 
temporary trailer office in a mall, and 


legally true. Here is your signature and 
stamp of authenticity, directly from 
Reynoldo, Mexican mall lawyer. 


Stamgr of Donal 
Gruthtalness 


by my hand, and 
dated. 


Second off, it’s a pretty good idea to 
get familiar with the main characters 
me and Stiggs had to deal with this 
summer, so you have some idea of who 
they are when they show up from out of 
nowhere in the story and start influ- 
encing our lives. Naturally, the first per- 
sons to mention are the Schwab 
Family—the premiere family of useless, 
bungling, annoying goofballs under 
one roof. 


Eleanor 


Randall Sr. 


Randall Schwab Sr—Dad and king of 
the Schwab family. His colossal-size 
head is the trademark of all Schwabs, as 
is the amount of saliva in his mouth— 
about a quart. Randall sells insurance 


| Insurance Agency, and driv 
1977 Continental with giant oversize 


who only stamps stuff that he figures is | 


at the Randall Schwab Independent 


double-safety rear-view mirrors, 
Eleanor Schwab—Wife of Randall, and 


| social criminal responsible for the hor- 


ror child Randall Schwab Jr, She works. 
at_a halfway house for maniacs with 
Stiggs’s mom, although Mrs. Stiggs does 
it just a few hours a week for charity. 
while Eleanor does it full-time for 
money because of Randall’s unreliable 


insurance selling. Her head is also 
enormous. 


Lenora, 


Randall Jr 
Randall Schwab Jr.—The horror: the 
most uncoordinated, whining, unac- 
ceptable goon ingexistence. Me and 
Sige have been torturing him and his 
family for over half of our lives. This is 
for two simple reasons: 1) he lives close 
tous, 2) he has an enormous head. 
Lenora Schwab—Totally frightened 
hermit sister of Randall, who lived en- 
tirely in her room, where she played a 
harp and practiced ballet moves. until 
meeting a squeaking Chinese guy who 
married her because he’s too foreign to 


know what an oddball she is. Lenora’s © 


horrible wedding was the first event of 
the summer an 
and Stiggs got into the trouble that it 
would take us the whole summer to get 
outof. 


Barney 


Frank Tang—Husband of Lenora 
Schwab. He spends most of his life 
growing mushrooms in his apartment, 
which is a completely dark basement, 
and Lenora helps. 

Barney Beaugereaux—This guy who 
will do anything me and Stiggs want be- 
cause he has the personality of a dog. 
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a yellow | 


the place where me , 


| which is because he has metal shrapnel 
in his head. Barney is an indispensable 
element of our lives. 


| insurance money and also me. 

Herman Schleuter—Complete dirtba; 

ex-coach at our school who lost his eb 
» after Stiggs saw him and this female 
counselor attempting a root-o-rama in 
Schleuter’s cubicle under the stadium. 
which Stiggs naturally had-to report in 
dramatic detail to all authorities. 
Schleuter had the audacity to sue us 
because we guppgiedly wrecked his 
200d name in the community—indeed 
the desperate act of a dirtbag. 


—_— | 


Michelle 


Howard 


Michelle Schleuter—Herman’s daugh- 
ter, but, even so, the most incredibl 
eautiful and exceptional female avail- 
able on earth. | wanted her more than 
anything, except possibly lobsters. 
Howard Sponson— Vietnam vet with 
roasted brains. He guards pot planta- 
tions and helps us out when we need 
stuf like Israeli machine guns and air- 
to-ground missiles. 


Charlotte 


Robin 


Charlotte Pinckney and Robin Sals- 
bury—Also known as the Sluts de Box- 
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After you listen to Pan sonic Ambience Sound, 
you'll never go back to ordinary stereo. 


If you think Earth, Wind and Fire sound } 
ordinary stereo, then just wait until yo Iheet them in 


Panasonic Ambience Sound! Ambien: 
is a completely different experience in 
sound that begins where ordinary 
Jtcliclenclale l= my \anle)(clalexeu-lUlgcele|nrel= jae] 
with rich, full-dimensional sound that 
seems to come from everywhere. No! 
just from a left speaker and a right 
speaker, but from all around you. 
Untexetaltaremnnlie=()leMonmavanleliclarerc) 


Sound in Panasonic Platinum den Winn stent 


Panasonic. 


Uses \aelaec cRekelltm line’ 


AM'FM stereo cassette recorders. ; 
The one shown above (RX-5085) also 
boasts a Dolby® noise reduction sys- 


tem, metal tape capability and a Tape Program Sensor 
that locates songs fast: 


You'll find Ambience Sound in 
our Satin Series™ compact stereo 
radio cassettes, too. The Satin Series 
packs a whole roomful of sound into. 

a slim, pearl-white case. The model 
shown here (RX-F20) also has metal 
tape Capability, Tape Program Sensor 
and a whole collection of sound-en= 
hancing features, 

Listen to either the Platinum Series 
or the Satin Series. And hear the mira- 
cle of Ambience Sound. Once you do, 
you'll never go back to ordinary stereo! 


“Dolby is 4 trademark of Dolby Laboratories. Batteries and tapes not Included, 
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The ALLSOP 3 
cassette deck cleaner. .. 
recommended by FISHER 


The makers of high quality Fisher audio products, like, the DD-300 cassette deck, 
know thal abrasive dry cleaning methods can damage their precision tape heads. 
That's why they recommend ALLSOP 8, Fisher’ knows the patented, center wiper 


maintains a constant and complete swabbing action across the entire tape head 
Moistened with a specially formulated solution, the virgin wool pads 
lift oxide and other residue that distor! sound quality. Plus, the two 
outer cartridges clean components of dirt.that can 
ruin valuable cassettes by snarling and “eating” the 
tape. fl ALLSOP 3 and Fisher Two big names in audio qual- 
ity, two great partners for the best sound around. 


World Leaders In Fidelity Cleaning 


1 
ALLSOP, INC, 1 
P.O Box 23, Bellingham. WA 98227 U.S.A (206) 734-9090) Telex 15-2101/Allsop BLH 


(A public service of the Liquor Industry and this Publication.) 


Ge 
Aword for the wise: 


“enough: 


Don’t drink too much of a good thing. 
The Distilled Spirits Council of the United States. 


1300 Pennsylvania Building, Washington, D.C. 20004 
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car. Two totally maladjusted nymphos 
from Jodsten, a private school full of 
sickeningly rich, maladjusted nymphos, 
whom me and Stiggs love more than 
our own lives. 


Leland 


Leland Croft, DDS, and his wife, 
Nora—Central dirtwad enemies of me 
and Stiggs; even worse than the 
Schwabs, if such a concept is possible. 
Croft kicked us out of his pool, before 
we'd ever even met the guy. 


Pat Colletti—This amazing business- 
man who helped us out a lot and 
doesn’t give a fuck about anything and 
still makes millions of dollars. Me and 
Stiggs regard him as the greatest adult 
in existence, 

Earl Warnke—Tragic, trembling mall 
lawyer who defended me and Stiggs 
until being completely outclassed by 
Mexican mall lawyers. 


Reynoldo Wino Bob 


Reynoldo Ortega—Mexican mall law- 
cc This man is a juridical shark. 
ino Bob—Me and Stiggs dedicated 
our entire summer to him. He bought 
us liquor at the 7-Eleven, 
—O. C. Oglevey 
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We know you Monte Alban drinkers like to 
have fun. So here's some mezcal merchan- 
dise to help you have fun—at prices that let 
you score big bargains. 

The Monte Alban Cover Up! Stadium 
blanket: only $12.95 (while quantites last)! 
Cover her up in a Monte Alban Mezcal blan- 
ket! So the next time you take that number 
one fan of yours to the football game, every- 
body in the stadium will know that she's with 
you! The blanket is suitably inscribed with a 
few wise words from Monte Alban to fet all the 
football folk know that all the action isn't 
necessarily happening on the field! 


$12.95 


©1982. Monte Alban Mezcal. 80 Proof, Imported exclusively by 
Stuart Rhodes Ltd., New York, NY, Available in the United States 
i750 mi (24.5 02.) and 500 mi (18.9 02.) botties, 


ezcal 


The Shirt Off Your Back! Football jersey: 
only $9.95 (while quantities last)! 

She'll want the shirt off your back, if that shirt 
is a Monte Alban Mezcal football jersey! It's 
complete with the latest Monte Alban mes- 
sage to let her know that you like to play 
games! 

Play the Game! Soft football: 

only $3.95 (while quantities last)! 

Now you can play the game without breaking 
up the furniture! Get this special soft football 
stamped with a special Monte Alban thought 
to liven up whatever games you play! 


$3.95 


WITH AGAVE WORM, 
HECHT EN MERIC 


Tscore with these values! 


Ja 
Jo 


| (1 Please send —— soft footballs at $3.95 


Please send___ blankets at $12.95 
each. 


—_ 


Please pend, —Jerecye at $9.95 each. | 


Jersey Size:(_ ) Small (_ )Medium 
( )Large (— ) Extra Large 


each. 


1 same 


| 10 


dress 


| city 


State 


Zip 


Allow 6 weeks for delivery. Send check or 


| money order only. No cash or stamps. 


To: 


Le 
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Monte Alban Mezcal Offer 
P.O. Box 2418, Dept. NL, 
Chicago, IL 60690 
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IRS: 'M WRITING THIS LET- 
ter while walking on the ledge 


observation deck. 

Crazy? Not if you know 
what you're doing. The big trick is to 
stay loose, so that gusts of wind. like 'm 
experiencing now, don't 


Sirs: 
At last. a solution for apartment- 


aren't permitted in your building. why 
not try keeping a pet sponge? They're 
very clean, and they can keep the apart 
ment clean too, They don’t eat much, 
and they don’t have to go for walks, Just 
let them play in the sink for a while. 
Water your sponge to make sure it stays 
moist and spongy. You'll have a pet you 
can love for years. 
Evelyn Nurst 
Jersey Cith, Nod, 


Sirs: 

I don’t drive a Mercedes-Benz. be- 
cause | want people to think | have 
money: | drive it because its a damn 
good car. The same goes for my alliga= 
tor shirts. Those things are made well 
and they're comfortable. My Gucci lug- 
gage? Shit. I don't care if its Gucci or 
Pucci. it’s darn good luggage. | like 


of the Empire State Building’s | 


dwelling pet lovers. If dogs and cats | 


HEI AEEM 


Palm Springs because it’s a nifty resort 
area and after all the hard work | do | 
like to pick up my Wilson Pro Staff golf 
clubs or my Dayis Cup racket and enjoy 
myself, | eat French because I like it 1 
might add. that ! had my Brooks Broth- 
ers charge card six months before The 
payee Handbook cameout, | can’t help 
itif 

that reads."WEALTH? My kids go to pri- 
yate school for one reason: public 
schools stink in terms of educational ex- 
cellence. | wouldn't be using my gold 
Cross pen and a sheet of the Ralph 
Lauren Polo stationery to write if | were 
living my life with status as a number- 


ecVe} 


“Td like to dedicate this next piece to all those dead 
elephants who helped make this keyboard possible.” 


was randomly given a license plate | 


one priority. Don't knock people who 
are looking for quality for their buck. 
My Corum watch tells me I've wasted 
ten minutes on this letter. Ten minutes | 
could have been watching my new 
RCA videodisk player or goofing 
around on my Apple ITT. 
radley W Weinstein IV 
Bronxville, N.Y. 


Sirs: 

I have this crazy recurring dream 
where Andy dies and pees asi in 
Mayberry whistles the theme song to 
the show at half speed, At the funeral 
Opie skips rocks on the holy water and 
Floyd the barber goes around snipping 
off everybody's tie. Do you suppose this 
is weird enough to keep me out of the 
army in the event of the draft? Oh. and 
Barney loses his bullet in Aunt Bea’s lap. 

Carlton Wormward 
Edina, Minn. 


Si 


I was appalled to read a slur in your 
magazine to the effect that Fudgeware' 
“brings new meaning to the term 
“fudgepacker? * As you should know, 
Fudgeware’ is a copyrighted trade 
name for a sensational line of dinner- 
ware you can eat for dessert. Your per- 
verted reference was not appreciated, 
particularly by the honest Fudgeware' 
packers who work here. 


Elmer Fudge 
President, Fudgeware, Inc. 


Sirs: 
I think Chrysler made a big mistake 
calling those cars “IK Cars?” A lot more 
eople would have bought them if they 
had been named “OK Cars” It would 
be like Chrysler saying to America, 
“These cars are okay?” | would have 
bought one. That's why | buy Gillette's 
Good News razors. It’s like the com- 
pany saying, “These razors are good 
news. Buy them?” 


Peter Wirth 
Fairfield, Conn. 


Sirs: 

This is to inform you that our client 
Mr. Dick Cavett takes heated exception 
toa recent editorial in your magazine in 
which you refer to him as a “scum- 
sucking jackass not fit to host the bac- 
teria that swim in his bladder, let alone a 
nationally syndicated talk show.’ We 
consider your description to be nothing 


a4 
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less than the most malicious slander, 
and we are prepared to refer legal pro- 
ceedings in the absence of a satisfactory 
public apology. Specifically. we request 
a formal retraction of the aforemen- 
tioned statement, modifying it to read: 

“a supercilious, scum-sucking g jackass 
not fit to host the bacteria that swim in 
his bladder’ ete. 

Frankly, we find your omission of the 
word “supercilious” quite offensive, 
amounting to what is in our opinion a 
gross and negligent distortion of the 
truth. ; 

Lites, Kamera, and Acshun 
Attorneys at Law 


Sirs: 

Goldie Hawn. Gilda Radner and 
Imogene Coca are wacky, Carol Wayne 
and Suzanne Somers are daffy. Lily 
Tomlin is madcap. Carol Burnett is 
dippy. And Lucy is just plain awful. 

Neil Thumper 
Des Moines, lowa 


Sirs: 
Sure, go ahead and replace your sec- 
retary with one of those fancy new all- 
urpose office computers. That's fine. 
ut ask yourself this: who's going to sil 
on your knee, get your coffee, smile se~ 


ductively at your best customers, make 

cute little mistakes in year-end profit 

pictures. and tell you to jump out the 

window when you ask her for a blow- 
job? Hn? Lask you. 

Gloria Steno 

Secretarial Pool 

Chicago 


Sirs: 


I want to be a part of it 
Aardvark, aardvark 

I want to wake up 

With the nose that sucks so deep 

Until I’m on top of anthills 

King of the heap 

A-Number One 

Top of the list 

First in the dictionary 

Aard-vark! 


Aardvarks 
Antwerp, Idaho 


Sirs: 

A young boy, abandoned by his par- 
ents in infancy, is raised by ordinary 
kitchen appliances, He learns the lan- 
guage of the electric coffee percolator 
and the dangers of the faulty transient 
Surge suppressor aflixed to“the outlet 
behind the refrigerator. The boy grows 
up strong and carefree under the waich- 


| str ripped. a 


ful eve of the rotisserie. Then, one day 
when the boy is exploring. white hunt- 
ers discover the kitchen appliances. Its a 
wholesale slaughter. The chrome is 
sories are removed, cer- 
tain parts are cannibalized and spirited 
away. When the boy returns, he makes 
the ige disposal’s heartrending cry 
of despair and picks 
his best friend. the toaster. Is that 
enough so you guys'll give me money to 
complete the SLOT. or should I keep 
going? 


Edgar Rice pups 
London, England 


Sirs: 

Correct me if I'm wrong, but doesn’t 
the word mezzanine sound like it should 
be a drug? I thought so too, 

George Carlin 
A,, Cal. 


Sirs: 

Last night | dreamed they made 
cockroaches an endangered species and 
all these asshole ee ecian filed 
through my fucking kitchen to peek 
into my pantry, 


Angel Velago 
NYC 
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Kiss the {tus goodbye. 


BASF Chrome. 
The world’s 
quietest tape. 


Tired of tapes thal add their 
own sounds to your sounds? 
Then turn onto BASF PRO II 
Chrome —the high bias tape. 

BASF Chrome is like no 
other tape in the world, be- 
cause BASF Chrome is made 
like no other tape in the 
world, Perfectly shaped and 
uniformly sized particles of 
pure chromium dioxide pro- 
vide a magnetic medium 
that delivers all the highs, 
without the hiss, 

With BASF Chrome, you 
hear only what you want to 
hear—because we “kissed 
the hiss goodbye.” 


For the best recordiiigs you'll ever make. 


 /BASF 


Audio/Video Tapes 


National Lampoon 
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Part Three of the most 
celebrated litigation in 
legal history, Wile E. 
Coyote vs. Acme Co, 
by Joey Green 


HE STORY SO FAR: TELE- 
vision’s Wile E. Coyote has 
finally brought suit against 
the Acme Company, claim- 
ing that Acme’ products are 
unsafe and that implied warranties 0, 
merchantability have been flagrantly 
breached. Defense attorneys for Acme 
pointed out that Coyote’ willingness to 
continue doing business with the Acme 
Company for such a lengthy period of 
time heli pressing charges barred him 
from legal recourse, The court agreed. 
But as sitet Coyote refused to let 
things fall where they may, and he 
appealed to his audience. The resulting 
public outcry on his behalf threatened to 
Jinancially ruin the Acme ee i 
until majority stockholders urged the 
court to reopen the Coyote case in hopes 
of clearing the company’s name of 
charges o) bee against Coyote and 


conducting unfair business practices. 


THE REOPENED CASE CENTERED 
on the question of contributory negli- 
ence. The defendants insisted that neg- 
jigence on behalf of Coyote vitiated, if 
not nullified, Coyote’s claim against 
Acme. The prosecution had great diffi- 
culty providing courtroom evidence to 
the contrary. Much of the material evi- 
dence had hes destroyed, In his initial 
complaint regarding the fire rocket, for 
example, Coyote alleged that his in- 
juries were sustained because the explo- 
sive powders inside the thruster did not 
launch the rocket before its warhead 
exploded. But since this explosion 
destroyed the thruster, all evidence in- 
dicating that the latter was defective 
was destroyed as well. And when Coy- 
ote sailed off a thousand-foot cliff, more 
than the plaintiff was shattered beyond 
recognition. The giant magnet 
remained attached to the grille of the 
ieee truck and was never seen 
again. The tunnel painted onto the sur- 


Cliff-hanger 


Justice 


face of the canyon wall had long since 
been washed away by natural weather 
conditions. The only physical evidence 
extant and duly presented to the court 
was the malfunctioning trigger mecha- 
nism from the rock catapult, and even 
that was not conclusive. 

The mechanism, a peculiarly exag- 
gerated and deformed coil attached toa 
misshapen, cartoonlike metal box, ap- 

eared almost to be a caricature of 
itself, The plaintiff's expert witness, an 
experienced inspector and appraiser of 
damaged rock catapults, and former 
secretary of transportation, with several 
degrees from prominent universities 
with departments specializing in rock 
catapultology and sedimentary projec- 
tion, advanced the opinion that “some- 


thing definitely went wrong with the 
trigger mechanism? and that the unto- 
ward happening must have been due to 
mechanical defect or failure, inferring 
that the trigger mechanism had been 
broken prior to the incident. He testi- 
fied that “the facts create a reasonable 
inference that the rock catapult was, 
like cold pizza, defective when deliv- 
ered, and that the defection was not 
caused by any subsequent conduct of 
the plaintiff!” 

But defense attorneys adamantly in- 
sisted that the feet adduced by the 
prosecution still had not sufficiently 
demonstrated a breach of warranty or 
refuted the defendant's countercharge 
of contributory negligence. Lacking 
corroborative evidence, Coyote’s at- 
torney pulled one last rabbit, as it were, 
from his hat. He subpoenaed the Road- 
runner before the court to testify for the 
froerousp ny “If Coyote cart catch the 

oadrunner with help from the Acme 
Company;’ he told reporters, “he just 
might be able to catch the Acme Com- 

any with help from the Roadrunner” 

here was, however, a major obstacle to 
receiving testimony from the Road- 
runner: he speaks no English but for the 
twangy sound of a high-pitched auto- 
mobile horn, After a short and unsuc- 
cessful courtroom examination of the 
witness, limited to yes-and-no questions 
(two beeps signifying yes, one beep sig- 
nifying no), the prosecution decided it 
would be best if the Roadrunner filed a 
written affadavit. Unfortunately for the 
prosecution, the bulk of this document 
only served to undermine Coyote’ case. 

The Roadrunner claimed to have 
known Coyote for many years and 
described their relationship during that 
time as “adversarial, at best.” He 
claimed Coyote spent the last eighteen 
years trying to run him down, but 
averred, “He has not yet met with 
success?” The Roadrunner stated that he 
had never actually witnessed many of 
the accidents Coyote described in his 
case against Acme; “Although I have 
never seen any of these products work 
properly, I can’t say whether fault lies 
with the products themselves or with 
Coyote’s operation of the products. But 
I can say, without equivocation, that 
Coyote has been obsessed with the idea 
of trying to snare me as his prize. He 
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refuses to give up. He refuses to con- 
cede defeat” 
Defense attorneys insisted that the 
Roadrunner’s affadavit implied that 
Coyote’s willingness to submit himself 
to such humiliation week after week | 
without ever conceding defeat indicated 
a severe masochistic personality dis- 
order, Attorneys for the Acme Com- 
pany argued that Coyote might be unfit 
to pursue his case or give testimony 
against the defendant. A psychological 
evaluation of Coyote followed, 
indicating that he showed character- 
istics of an obsessive-compulsive per- 
sonality, meaning that he is obsessed 
with thoughts of capturing the Road- 
runner and that he cannot rationally 
control these thoughts. The results of 
these tests also showed that Coyote feels 
compelled to perform ritualized acts to 
fulfill this obsession. Coyote’s willing- | 
ness to go to such extremes to put him- | 
self on equal footing with the 
Roadrunner reflects his inability to con- 
sciously overcome his lack of self- 
worth. The compulsion, doctors 
claimed, naturally sprang from these 
unconscious conflicts over aggression, 
According to the psychological 
report: “Coyote seems to have made a 
number of important choices as far as 
his —— conscious and unconscious 
poals are concerned. He seems to be 
leaning toward recognition and acquisi- 
tion as substitutes for love, resulting in a 
strong need for achievement, Coyote’ 
main motive is to gain control over him- 
self—a kind of power drive turned 
inward. He has an above-average urge 
to seek adventure and excitement, 


becoming markedly counterphobie and 
going in for such dangerous thrills as 
skiing down highways, plummeting off 
cliffs, and attaching himself to high- 
powered explosives and bizarre 
mechanical contraptions. Coyote 
suffers from acute psychasthenia, an 
obsessive-compulsive neurosis that pre- 
vents him from overcoming his subcon- 


scious conflict over aggression. In short. | 


his inability to gain confidence in him- 
self gives rise to a sublimated acquies- 
cence, allowing the mechanical devices 
to consistently backfire on him? 
The psychological evaluation 
strongly justified Acme’s case for con- 
tributory negligence. But Coyote’s 
attorney denied that his client had gone 
over the edge, psychologically, “Coyote 
is driven by biological needs, not some 
neurotic disorder stemming from a lack 
of self-respect,’ he insisted. He further 
argued that the defense’s character anal- 
ysis of Coyote mirrored a strong bias 
and was therefore inadmissible as evi- 
dence, But the defense was quick to 
point out that this line of Saber a 
invalidated the whole of the Road- 
runner’s affadavit and what little cir- 
cumstantial evidence the Roadrunner’s 
testimony provided in the prosecution's 
favor. Breach of implied warranty or 
merchantability could not be found on 
the basis of circumstantial evidence 
provided by the testimony of a witness 
that the prosecution now claimed 
inadmissible. It looked as though 
Coyote didn’t have a leg to stand on. 

But while Coyote’s defense was hit- 
ting rock bottom in the courtroom, pro- 
gramming executives at Warner 


“When youre finished, could vou lift me up for sloppy seconds?” 


Brothers had been holding late-night 
emergency brainstorm sessions to save 
the star of their most popular animated 
television series from legal defeat. The 
motives of the Warner Brothers execu- 
tives were not, however, entirely 
altruistic, They reasoned that if Coyote 
lost his legal battle, he would be forced 
to leave their television show to accept 
high-paying commercials to repay his 
Seba egal and medical debts. 
Warner Brothers couldi’t afford to let 
that happen. Not with a hit show on 
their hands, But they couldn't renego- 
tiate Coyote’s contract any higher and 
risk demands of parity from the 
remainder of their not insubstantial 
stable of animated stars. At length, a 
strategy was formed. 

Personal-injury cases are known for 
coming up with coin: § new ways of 
introducing evidence, But never before 
in the history of the American legal 
system has a court been subjected to 
viewing over 260 hours of videotaped 
Saturday-morning-cartoon episodes to 
judge whether a oe has been the 
victim of faulty merchandising 
practices, 

“You have seen the evidence, and the 
facts speak for themselves,’ Coyote's 
lawyer told the jury in his closing 
remarks, 

The jury left the courtroom for just 
five minutes before returning with its 
triumphant decision in Coyote’s favor. 

“In our view.’ a juror declared after 
the trial. “when you've seen a videotape 
of faulty retro-rockets launching a pair 
of roller-skate skis off a cliff, a circus 
cannon that fries its human cannonball, 
a steel-jaw trap that won't snap shut 
until the user jumps up and down on 
the trigger mechanism, and a Mwai 
pulsion pack that runs out of steam 
twenty seconds into flight, it’s hard to 
deny that there is something rotten in 
the statement of warranty.” 

With the judgment he received from 
Acme, it appears as though Coyote will 
be able to pay his attorney's fee, settle 
his outstanding medical bills, and retire 
with a substantial nest egg. It was also 
recently learned that Coyote bought a 
controlling interest in Acme stock while 
prices were down, tripling his 
investment and gaining the Bape hand 
over the company that once dominated 
him. But Coyote still isn’t willing to ¢ 
cede defeat. He remains optin 5 
insisting that he “will eventually catch 
the Roadrunner; it’s just a question of 
when?” 

In light of Coyote’s courtroom come- 
back, it seems unlikely that the golden 
hopes of the inscrutably ingenuous 
prairie dog will ever go a-dimming. 

aybe there's something to be said for 
persistence, after all. rT] 
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86.8 PROOF 


A Hollywood insider 
shows how tired old plays 
become next year’s 
blockbuster films. 

by Stephen Geller 


S A SCREENWRITER/ 

novelist, some of my most 

Baan moments in 

Hollywood have been 

spent contemplating m: 
note pad during story conferences wit 
producers and directors. (Although I 
prefer masturbating in private, it does 
get lonely sometimes, and the thought 
of companionship with some of mov- 
ieland’s innermost circle-jerks is as 
enticing as the money tendered for ser- 
vices performed.) 

Sharing, in fact, has become a 
delightful euphemism for paranoia out 
where est meets West. Having survived 
somehow, and with wig still intact, I 
would like to share some of my private 
musings for all you cineasts- and 
screenwriters-to-be. 
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of Scree 


Let the following examples serve as a 


warning. 


Story conference 1: Paul Schrader dis- 
cusses a modern remake of Othello ® 
“First we are going to have to set the 
at rules so there can be no bullshit, 
ay? 
“First ground rule is Shakespeare, A 
limey jerkoff egghead. An intellectual 


FUND 


ml 


ew ATES 


utz, without guts. We can do without 

is jive. Iago? The guy is an-unresolved 
faggot who is hot for spades. Now, over 
the titles, | see him going down on 
Othello, then passing the handkerchief 
to some dago fop. 

“They get into es after this storm, 
and Iago’ now feeling so goddamn 
guilt-ridden, cause, face it, he’s Cath- 
olic, and his old lady is standing right 
there on the dock with her bambino, 
and if the word gets out, their shenani- 

ans, how big can Venice be, right? One 
oot on that dock, Shylock, and the 
buddy system is finito! 

“Now, Othello, on the other hand, 
would put it to a seagull. The guy is 
great with a sword, but, face it, he’s still 
a jungle bunny who doesn’t know 
merde from Milwaukee. You spread the 
word that his broad was porking a can 
of SpaghettiOs and you know he'll 
nuke the Rialto before you can play 
Hide the Hanky. 

“He makes some lusty remarks to 
si like, “Hey, man, dig you later; but 
full of innuendo, and Iago knows he'd 
better work fast. Since this is modern, 
what we're doing, we have Iago call in 
an air strike, and like the only thing left 
is the hanky and the sound track. Dean 
Martin singing “That’s Amore?” for 
irony, 

“To hell with the audience. Let °em 
work for it” 


Story conference 2: Steven Spiel- 
berg and George Lucas toy with a 
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im mentho 


futuristic version of A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream > “You know. Steve. | 
think Puck is real cute. too, Maybe we 
can get one of the Muppets to play 
him? 


call the Muppet agent 

“Gear down, Steve. First let’s tell the 
writer that we really believe very 
strongly and ed firmly and from the 
bottom of our hearts that he's gotta 
onan the language of the play? 

“What play?” 

“A Midsummer Night's Dream. 
Steve?” 

“Oh... its a play?” 

“Gosh, what did you think it was 


was just a concept?” 

“No, {think it’s a play? 

“Well, anyway, George, what do you 
mean by language?” 

“Tmean how the characters speak*” 

“Oh. Gee. But this is a movie. Do 
they hafta speak?” 

“Well, sometimes they hafta?” 
“Gosh, George. I esi have trouble 
when my characters speak?” 

“Boy, I sure know what you mean.” 

“T usually don’t know what they're 


saying.” 
s Me too” 


“Let's call the Muppet agent! Let's | 


“Well, I don’t know. My agent said it | 


“So Ltry to use lots of lights ‘’ things, 
Scary monsters ‘W things” 

“T like to make things go bang! 
Anyway, what they say ismt our 
problem, Steve. That's why we've hired 
a writer. 

“Great idea. | think that’s terrific... 
What will he do?” 

“Well, | guess he’s supposed to think 
of really neat things for the actors to 
say.” 

“Oh? Like what?” 

“Let's see. Like “Zzzzap!’ or 
“Powwwww!? Maybe something even 
funny, like ‘Y)) bet!” or ‘Says you!” 

“Gee. George, even / coulda thought 
of that, | don’t know why we even need | 
a writer. With the money we're paying 
| him, we could add an extra monster or 
another special effect” 

“You're right, Steve? 

“The studio never reads what you 
write, anyway.” ; 

“That's true. Hey, Mister Writer? 
“Zap!” 


“Pow!” 


Story conference 3: Martin Scorsese 
considers a remake of Mamiet > 
“Okay. Ham's in front of the mirror, 
Famous speech, Goes like this; 

' “Fey, man? You gonna fuckin’ he. or 
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Again. the first 


you gonna fuckin’ be? | mean, you are 
y-in-the-mind fuckin’ up-front 
noble. sfacchin! Hey. you are talkin’ to a 
Dane, capisce? This ain't no late show! 
So whether you sling your arrows at me, 
scungili-breath. or F'sling your ass onto 
the street, one of us has got to take the 
dive! Hey. you goin to sleep on me, per- 
chance-mouth? Hey, Ace, are you 
dreamin’ on me? Vil bodkin vou, shit- 
face! Yeah, gwan, bear your fardel, 
grunt and sweat! You know your 
problem. Clyde? You got too much con- 
science! Made a turkey of your soul! 
You got too much gelato on the brain, 
Guglielmo! Hey. cool it. all right? And 
remember, you heard it anywhere on 
the street. it came from me! Nympho, 
on your horizon is my big-daddy sin 
gonna be remembered!” 

“But with more passion, Then we 
bring in the broad” 


Story conference 4: John Milius 
musing on a modern version of Julius 
Caesar > “Caesar was a great-looking 
guy. Big chest. Booming voice. Walnut- 
colored skin, Blue eyes. Stood ten feet 
tall. A terrific fascist. 

“Now, | see Brutus and Cassius as 
quay little homo democrats, always 
skulking around at night in-their dumb 
white gow heming, Real jerks 
they are, C nose runs a lot. And 
there’s something just a tad kikey about 
Brutus, Anyway, come hell or high 
water. ] swear to God J want my Caesar 
to pound shit out of "em at ee 
There's no way my man’s gonna take the 
bullet!” 


Story conference 5: Francis Ford Cop- 
pola soliloquizes a remake of Mac- 
beth > “the heath. Eight thousand 
speakers playing ten minutes of hurri- 
cane, Sound fadeover: bubbling of cal- 
dron. Mormon ‘Tabernacle Choir 
overdubbed with London Philhar- 
monic, Handel’s Messiah backward. 
Tight on: Lizard’s eye. Knife enters 
frame. Gluts eye disgustingly on ‘He 
shall reign forever and ever? Cut to: 
Lady Macbeth in bed. Sits up. 
Sweating. Better, Macbeth sits up. 
Sweating, Wait. The whole family sits 
up in bed, sweating. Immediately and 
without hesitation, quote from Blake's 
Marriage of Heaven and Hell; “Rintrah 
roars and shakes his fires in the 
burden’d air? 

“Cable Brando. Query if he'll play 
Rintrah. 

“Cable Doug Trumbull. How to 
burden the air. 

“Cable Chase Manhattan. 8.0.8” 


In the Beginning Was the Director's 
Medium. 


The Rest Was, Simply, Fill. a 
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(PLANET 
Carl Sagan 
Revealed 

as Alien 
Comes from galaxy ten 
trillion light-years away 


IS REAL NAME, HARDLY PRO- 
H nounceable in English, is C’aal 

Sgn’gn. He comes froma gal- 
axy so distant that it is not eyen a glim~ 
mer in our clearest night sky. Many 
have been suspicious of his knowledge 
of diverse fields, ranging from. astron- 
omy to biochemistry, as well as of his 
theories, which, according to one anon- 
ymous professor at Princeton, always 
seem to be “just a little ahead of our 
time” 

Now Carl Sagan-or Cal Sgn’gn 
has finally admitted the truth, “Yes.” he 
said, “I am an alien. I've tried to mislead 
people by wondering every few minutes 
whether or not there is intelligent life 
in outer space, but I guess intelligent 
people on earth weren't fooled” Sagan's 
real identity was discovered by a 
groupie physics student at Cal Tech 
who followed him home one night, 
hoping he would autograph her loga- 
rithm tables, 

Explains Sagan: “I come from a gal- 
axy deep in the sector of the sky where 
you see the constellation Cassiopeia. 
My oe is known as the ‘Planet of the 
Profound People? All of us are born 
profound, and as we get older we sim- 
ply get more profound. We not ae 
talk and act profound, we even look 
profound. especially in profile when 
we're on other planets, gazing skyward 
toward home. Luckily, we're of human- 
oid shape, and all it takes is a little earth 
makeup to cover our green skin, and 
some long hair, which is fashionable 
anyway, to cover the two, tiny, insectlike 
antennae on our heads” a 


OF THE 


MONTH 


WU 


DOMESTICANA 


Dear Folks: Having agrand time. Wish you were here. 


Haig Resignation to Leave 
Secretaries with Less Power 


inthe White House | 


Real reason for Haig’s departure finally revealed 


T FIRST BLUSH, AL HAIG 
Avie like the ideal secretary 
of state, He didn’t call in sick on 
Fridays before holiday weekends. He 


didr’t spend hours on the phone talking 


WE 


The condition in which Secretary Haig 
left the office coffee maker was not, 
apparently, unanalogous to his attitude 
in general. 


to friends and arguing with relatives. He 
could type 70 words a minute, take 
shorthand at 120, and, according to 
Ronald Reagan, “was an absolute mas- 
ter at making Xeroxes that didn’t come 
out crooked. He was the best damn sec- 
retary I’ve ever had, and I would gladly 
have kept him forever. The problem 
was that, in addition to all of his regular 
duties. he also wanted to single-hand- 
edly control the nation’s foreign policy.” 
hen asked if any specific disagree- 
ment had triggered ras resignation, 
the president replied, “Well, we never 
did quite see eye to eye about the proper 
sition the U.S. should take on the 
Covet gas pipeline, and whether or not 
hanging Pendaflex folders made for a 
neater file than the old-fashioned 
manila type. But I guess the real prob- 
Jem was when I asked him to make cof- 
fee for me in the morning. He said that I 
needed my consciousness raised. that 
making coffee wasn’t part of a secre- 
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Photographs: Wide World 


Grand Prize: Private jet transportation to 
and from any continental U.S.A destination 
for 6 people, Included lodging, food and 
$2,500 expense money. 

40 2nd Prizes: 3-piece sets of Hartmann. 
luggage. 

400 3rd Prizes: Designer one-piece 
“Cuervo Party Line” telephones. 

200 4th Prizes: Duffle-style tote bags. 
4,000 5th Prizes: Leather luggage tags 
with gold Cuervo imprint. 


JOSE CUERVO TEQUILA SWEEPSTAKES OFFICIAL RULES 
No Purchase Necessary, 


1. To enver, use the oficial enty form ond coll toffee 800-223-1177 
in Now York Sto, call 800-4 235503 You'l heat o recorded 

wilh three questions about Jose Cusrvo. To answer the 
questions, Fora eens cantare 
2 complete nome ond address or! 
facet erySan ats 78 Deseo pope on alo 


10 SS STE EE Te 
soa magus sap pec co esac oad 
Pe ere Say 
December 31, 1982, 
Prete een ee nel me 
Siicace Minis eeeoaee a 


organization whose dacisors axe inal. Winners wil be noted by 
Mod. Taxes ore he sole responssbiiy of he weirars. Ony one prize 
et household wal be cworded. All prizes wil be awarded and ing 
(9388 of winning are dependent upon the ruanber cf enies received 
Fe eae a else ee nce any 
(ond release which mus! be relurnad 1o Morden-Kare wityn 14 days of 
ee of mating, Winners gran! permesson for use of hex nome. chy 
nd ste ond photogtagh for odverising ond prommoore! purposes 
witout compensation 

4. Sweepstakes is open io OF US residents who oe of legal crnking 
ge under the ions Of te home sia, except employees and thet 
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\yocation for you ond five trends onywhare inthe USA 1 
Tap nciuses oF wonsporcsen fo and Yam yous 1 
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e0's up to $15,000 ox you may fake he 
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Luggoge sets (100) 30a Pres 
signer Compact Tel (200) 4m prizes 
Jose Cuervo Tole Bog and (7000) 5m Prizes ot 


Ese Cur Lugoge Hogs Nope suesntors 
[eemwted nov or hey ranste 

Fora tact be Good temps Se pe wei sd 6 Spi 
08 addressed envelope to ose Cuervo Winners. PO. Box 319, 
‘New York. New York 10046. 

7. NO PURCHASE NECESSARY 


JOSE CUERVO" TEQUILA 
OFFICIAL ENTRY FORM 


Here's how to enter rae Ultimate Vocation Swees 

Call our special toll-free telephone number, 

‘ATT (New York State residents col ‘ot-tree, | 00-442. 
3550) fo obtain the tIvee sweepstakes quativing 
questions, Answers to the questh oat be kaon 


Bint your onowortn he appropncte spaces below 


ANSWER #4 


ANSWER #2 


ANSWER #3 
NO PURCHASE NECESSARY 
Malt your completed enty to, Joxé Cueryo® fequla 
tion Sweepsiak 


PO. Box 24, 
vOaW TOR NY 10088, 


NAME 


GCannaht OOOO 7 Neca as tle Seaee ae 


tary’s job description, and that, anyway. 
he'd rather spend his mornings with the 
National Security Council. [told him 
that | didn’t give a damn about any con- 
sciousness or job description, and that I 
took my coffee light with two sugars. 
He started to cry, and | must say T was 
relieved when he finally grabbed the 
PLAN AHEAD sign, the one with the ‘D’ 
crowded off the end of the word that he 
had on his desk, and ran out the door?” 
Nevertheless. Haig insists he won't 
be unemployed for long. “I was sick of 
secretarial work anyway.” he says. “I'll 
use a little tinton my hair get some new 
clothes, have my resume redone to 
make it look more modern, and then 
find something where I can use my 
mind” (See related article, “Haig 
Named Commissioner of Baseball.) a 


“We Are, 

of Course, 
Still Leaving 
Lebanon 
Immediately” 


Israelis continue to assure 
the world 


HE SETTING IS A BANK IN WEST 
T Beirut; it is one of the few build- 

ings left standing in what was 
once the heart ofa thriving business dis- 
trict. An American-made personnel 
carrier growls onto a tract of rubble 
near the entrance: a muddied, oil- 
blackened Israeli sergeant hoists himself 
through a gun fees slides off the 
vehicle, assault rifle in hand. trots to the 
front door of the bank, and cautiously 
pushes it open with the nose of his 
weapon. Several more soldiers sud- 


PRA WO 
fois =< os, “ 


Be advised, Moslems of Beirut 


— 


Meanwhile, Israeli forces continue their 
tireless search for the last Palestinian in 
Lebanon, Gamel Sahd, thought to be 
hiding underground, somewhere beneath 
the ancient city of Tyre. 


denly dash from the carrier to the door, 
diving into the lobby on their bellies as 
others deliver covering fire overhead, 

“Who is in charge here?” the sergeant 
yells. A short, round man in a soaking 
shirt and tie raises his head with great 
ginger from behind a desk. “What do 
you want?” he answers defiantly, A 
moment later, the round man and the 
troops are seated around the desk. “We 
found an apartment building we likey’ 
the sergeant explains. “We've decided to 
renovate itand we need financing” 

“But you have ceased fire and lefi 
Beirut. yes?” 


“Almost.” the sergeant answers, “But 
we are. of course, totally pulling out 
immediately. But in the meantime we'd 
like to make our very short further stay 
here as endurable as possible by select- 
ing an apartment and fixing it up, as 
well as establishing a temporary 
Hebrew school and possibly some Jew- 
ish farming areas, while building a Jew- 
ish community center. Jewish shopping 
districts. perhaps a local Jewish govern- 
ment complex with Jewish police and 
Jewish fire departments, a cemetery for 
our fallen Israeli heroes, with large 
monuments to the greatest of them, and 
also we're considering a synagogue and 
Jewish religion and cultural institute. a 
Jewish university, Jewish children’s hos- 
pital. and naturally Jewish secondary 
schools. a Jewish airport. Jewish indus- 
trial park, and eventually our own Jew- 
ish pavilion for the performing arts. 
where Jewish dancers, musicians, and 
theater troupes can entertain Israel’s 
battle-weary forces during our brief 
stay until probably no later than tomor- 
row Or so? 

The sergeant raises his rifle. “May we 
have a $75-million construction loan at 
| percent, please?” The Lebanese 
banker slowly removes a form from his 
desk and asks over how long the Israelis 
would like to spread the payments. “No 
more than an extremely small amount 
of time? they reply, drawing back the 
bolts of their weapons and supervising 
scrupulously the typing of the form, 


Trickle Down Turns to 
Flood as Reaganomics 
Achieves Miracle 


New minority-driven stocks send Wall Street into frenzy 


EADING ECONOMIC PREDICTOR 
[! | Henry Kaufman, speaking from 

the back of a carpet-lined Buick 
225, has announced that the great eco- 
nomic recovery is now in full swing. 
“When I saw Goya Foods go from eight 
and a quarter to thirty-five in one after- 
noon?” Kaufman said, “I knew we were 
seeing a trend” Tito Puente, spokesman 
for the Federal Reserve Board, con- 
curred with Kaufman's analysis. “It’s 
bery, bery simple. All the rich people 
gots money from the tax breaks and the 
increase defense spending. They starts 
buying stuff and the money gradually 
winds up in the pockets of poor minor- 
ities. Hey, we don’t know what to do. 
we're so rich now. We're buying all the 
stuff we've wanted for years and years?” 


Indeed, the recent prosperity has fos- 
tered a new direction in American in- 
dustry. Earlier this month, Mercado y 
Revistas, Inc., a chain of family-owned 
grocery stores that also offer complete 
estate-planning services, went public. 
and in one day a share of common 
stock in the fledgling corporation 
tripled in value, Following Mercado’ 
lead, Krylon, the leading manufacturer 
of spray paint in America, announced 
that it would split its shares in a special 
offering, and many of its old stock- 
holders found themselves millionaires 
in a few days. The Krylon president 
claimed, “We couldn't keep up with the 
incredible demand for this unique 
leisure-time product.” 

Wall Street has responded to Amer- 
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YOU WON’T BELIEVE 


Medical Curiosities, published in 1896, 


is an extraordinary collection by Drs 
Gould and W.L. Pyle of bizarre and 
medical and surgical cases. Entertaining, 
historical, shocking and horrific, this pro- 
digious, photo-packed reference work will 
be treasured by collectors of the rare and 
bizarre. You will understand when you meet 
Laloo, whose parasite brother’ was pho- 
tographed growing from his sternum! 

When you read about John Merrick, the 
“Elephant Man,” you are getting first-hand 
descriptions only 6 years after Merrick’s 
death! And the ‘Elephant Man’ is just one 
set of photographs—one story, among hun- 
dreds like: 


© Skin-shedding “snake people” 

@ The man who gave birth 

© Menstruation through the skin 

© Humans with horns 

© Famed giants & dwarfs 

© The woman with 52 Ib. breasts 

© Hideous cannibal rites 

@ A 169 year old man 

© Siamese twins who married 

© The “Leopard” family & much, 
much more! 


Thousands of anomalies are grouped, in- 
dexed, footnoted and verified by source. 
This thick volume stands alone in its ability 
to inform, intrigue and frighten. This 
powerful chronicle of human curiosities is 
not for the squeamish! For this reason we 
absolutely restrict the sale of this book to 
adults over the age of 18. 

This classic tome is filled with mind- 
boggling facts recording examples of: sex- 
ual anomalies, records for endurance of 
pain, extreme obesity and amazing recov- 
eries from mutilation. You will read it 
...you will see it...and you will be fasci- 
nated by the easy-to-follow medical expla- 
nations and biographical infomation which 
accompanies these ‘‘freaks of nature.”” 


YOUR EYES! 


Jo-Jo the Real “Wolfman,” J.W. Coffey the “Human 
Skeleton,” Julia the shocking “Monkey Woman,” John 
Merrick the “Elephant Man,” Blanche the 3-Legged 
Lady, The 4-Eyed Man, Human Salamanders and 
Thousands of Other Living Monsters! 


John Me i 
Elephant Man 


660 PAGE 
HARD COVER 
EDITION 
PACKED 
WITH 


Moneyback Guarantee 


Order your once-in-a-lifetime rare 
book value NOW. Medical Curi- 
osities —too terrible to read, ..too 
spellbinding not to! You have 30 full 
days to examine it and love it or sim- 
ply return, without explanation, fora 
prompt refund, 


Laloo, whose parasite brother grew 
from his sternum 


The Human Skeleton 
{PS Se be 
MAIL AWAY 
PUBLISHING 
Dept. NL1082, 404 Park Avenue South, New York, NY 10016 
Sirs: Please rush me copies of Medical Curio: 


handling, I understand that I may return it. for any reason, 
amount enclosed $_______.. 


[COMC [Visa 


's for only $14.95 plus $2 postage and 
thin 30 days for a prompt refund. Total 


Acct # 


Exp. Date. 


Name. 


Address. 


State. 


City Zip 


Signature (Jam over 18 years of age). 
Mh os SE = 
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Economic miracle on Wall Street. 


ica’s economic recovery in another sig- 
nificant way—by promoting all of its 
brokerage-house messengers to full bro- 
ker status. while demoting most brokers 
to messengers. Currently. the new bro- 
kers have been hitting the market 
well. earning 35 to 50 percent on the 
dollar for such houses as Smith, Barney 
and Merrill. Lynch. “I never had it so 
easy.” former messenger Juan Filipo 
told us. “I sit around all day and make a 
few phone calls, and tell people. ‘Buy 
polyester—everybody needs polyester? 


Haig Named 


Commissioner of Baseball 


| The other day, I set off some shock 
waves by investing some corporate trust 
money in wild-colored dyes for 
clothing. , 
“But the most fun | have is mes: 


n- 


brokers, We get a big laugh out of 
seeing some of these guys. who used to 
bitch at us. for being a half hour late. 
trying to deliver a papersack of bowling 
balls in the rain. or riding down the 
street with a couple of boxes of car 
stereos we put on rush” a 


SPORTS AND SPORTSPLA\ 


HE CHAIN OF FASCIST BASE- 
ball commissioners remained 


T unbroken as Alexander Haig. 


formerly United States secretary of 


formerly chairman of the board of 
United Technologies. formerly adviser 
to President Nixon. was named the new 
commissioner of baseball. replacing 
Bowie Kuhn. 

“We wanted Nixon in the job? Kuhn 


the quiz” 

Haig wowed the Major League Base- 
ball Association with his intimate 
knowledge of the game. and with a far- 
reaching three-point plan to insure 
baseball's future. In a special memo to 
team owners and general managers. 
Haig spelled out the plan. which 
includes: 

—Complete repatriation of all former 


be 


Promises never to reveal secret about Ruth and Gehrig 


state. formerly commander of NATO. | 


was quoted as saying, “but’he flunked | | 


\ 
| 
| 


The secret Haig would not reveal: 


Gehrig and Ruth were homos. 


gering really heavy objects to other new: | 


| major-league baseball players now 
| playing in Japan, Mexico, and other 
oreign countries. Roy White. No-Neck 
Johnson, and Richie Allen were named 
as the first boys to come home. 

—Complete financing and con- 
tracting for new blastproof domes over 
every baseball stadium in America, with 
exclusive revetments and double-rein- 
forced concrete-vault-type shelters for 
all season-ticket holders. “These pre- 
cautions,’ Haig has told reporters, “will 
insure that all the survivors of a nuclear 
holocaust will be baseball fans” 

—A promise to never reveal the great 
secret of American baseball. In an inter- 
view with William Safire, Haig dis- 
| closed to the New York Times columnist 
that “few Americans will ever know the 
kind of responsibility inherent in hiding 
the fact that Babe Ruth and Lou Gehrig 
were flaming homosexuals. I’ve prom- 
ised to never reveal that secret.” 

In his first act as commissioner, Haig 
| advised George Steinbrenner, Charlie 
Finley, and Ted Turner to resign, “I 
believe this specialization is an area | 
can impact on? Haig said, “and impact 
I shall” t 


At Last, 

Some Straight 
Talk About 
Flight #'759 


N EVERY STUDENT-PILOT MANUAL, 
Je stress is placed on the avoid- 
ance of thunderstorms, regardless 
of the size of the plane a pilot may be 
flying, [In almost every hangar and air- 
port coffee shop in the country, an 


|| enormous yellow-and-black. semi- 


fluorescent, yield-sign-quality poster 
humorously warns pilots to steer clear 
of thunderstorms or risk having their 
aircraft’s wings torn off like tin house- 
flies’ in the hands of a six-year-old god. 

Why, then, really, did Pan American’s 
flight #759 try to take off from New 
Orleans in a thunderstorm? 

One possibility that may have been 
covered up is that inexperienced mili- 
tary air-traffic controllers were unaware 
that a thunderstorm was in progress. 
They may have thought that the peri- 
odic brilliant flashes illuminating the 
sky were the headlamp beams of 
miners looking up at the clouds to find 
the strength to carry on. They may have 
| believed that the colossal explosions 
rattling windows for miles around were 
derailing tank cars full of highly explo- 
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NATIONAL 


T Peer 


TAMIP 


Product Bargain Bonanza! 


@ National Lampoon Presents Hitler's Favorite Car- 
toons “The only hot meal you could acquire for the price 
of this volume comes out of the hind end of a 

do; A, Hitler, (BO-1037) $2.98 


@ The Best of National Lampoon No.4 Anthology of 
National Lampoon's best articles 1972-1973 (BO- 1006) 
© The Best of National Lampoon No.5 1973-1974 
Anthology (BO-1008) $2.50 

© The Best of National Lampoon No.7 1975-1976 
Anthology (BO- 1014) $2.50 

© The Best of National Lampoon No.8 1976-1977 
Anthology (BO-1025)$3.95 

@ The Best of National Lampoon No.9 1978-1980. 
Anthology (BO- 1026) $3.95 


®© National Lampoon 1964 High School Yearbook 

Parody Yearbook of C. Estes Kefauver High School in 
Dacron, Ohio, The funniest thing ever printed on these 
Barticulr ples of paper Deluxe Editon (BO-1007A) 


&! 


©) os 
© National Lampoon 

Binder (A) (BN- 1001) 
$4.50 each, 2 for $8.00, 
3 for $10.50 


@ National Lampoon 12 issues in binder 
1975 (BN- 1003) (A) (B)$20.00, 1976 (BN-1004) (A) (B) 


@ (A) National 
Lampoon viny| binder 
with metal rods 

(B) National 
Lampoon library case 
binder 

© National Lampoon 

Case Binder (B)(CB-1001) 
$5.95 each. 


$20.00 
1977 (BN- 1005) (A) (B)$20.00, 1978 (BN- 1006) (A)(B) 
20,00 


$20. 
1979 (BN- 1007) (A) (B) $20.00. 1980 (BN-1008) (A) (B) 
$20.00, 198] (BN-1009) (A) (B) $20.00 


@ National Lampoon Tenth Anni- 
versary Anthology Volume I This is 
halfofour best tenth anniversary 
anthology ever. Not only that 
the first Fall. (BO-103. 
© National Lampoon Tenth 
Anniversary Anthology Volume I 


‘The sequel is even better. 
(BO-1035) $4.95 


" 
fy _MaSIOmAL 


YL BMP Oi 


TENTH ANNIVERSARY) 
ANTHOLOGY 


@ National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary Anthology De- 
luxe Edition Hardbound collection of the best material 
from the first ten years of National Lampoon, (BO-1032) 
$19.95 


@ National Lampoon Foto Funnies Including Foto 
Funnies. Foto Fumettis, Photorama Picture News, and 
pictures of girls with their shirts off! (BO- 1034) $2.95 


NOT FUNNY, 


al Lampoon “That's Not Funny, That’ Si 
irt This iy the shirt preferred by fans of the live the: 
terand the criminally insane. (TS- 1026) $4.95 
Copvri 


© National Lampoon Sunday Newspaper Parody This is 
the sequel to the High School Yearbook. \tisa complete 
Sunday edition of the Dacron Republican- Democrat. 
much in full-color. Critics say it is even funnier than the 
Sunday New York Times, (BO-1021)$4.95, 

@ National Lampoon True Facts A collection of the 
most hilarious, honest-to-goodness True Facts ever col 


lected ( BO- 1036) $2.95 
en We Wouldn't Dare Pri 
(BO- 1030) 


ec 


A.complete 
collection of diverse vulgariti 


@ National Lampoon Black So» 
brie with @ real cotton linin| 


TS-1030)$29.95 


@ National Lampoon Duffel Bag Beautiful heavy 
canvas Black Sox dullel bag goes well with your 
National Lampoon hatteAlso exeellen for smuggling 
drugs. (TS: 1033) $13.95 

© National Lampoon Mona Gorilla T-shirt This gorilla 
looks more likea gorilla than a pairofsocks does. 


¢ 1019) $3.95 
Voulez-vous Fuque?” T-shirt (TS- 1024) $4.95 


@ National Lampoon Sweatshirt Wear it for good luck, 
Available in navy with white lettering, white with red 
lettering. and gray with black lettering. (TS- 1034) $12.95 


Indies 
National Lampoon, Dept. N1.1082, 635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 


$5.00, and $2.00 for orders over S500, New York State 


residents, please add 8 percent sales tax 


the products vou wish t purchase enclose check or money order, plave in envelope and send 10 


Please enclose $1.50 for postage and handling for each order under 


® National Lampoon’ Animal House Baseball Jersey 
Another style of Animal House baseball jersey. especially 
designed for “away” games. A 
such games, (TS-1028) $6.00 


© Natisnal Lampoon's New Ai 
Jersey Hey. you! You Gree! 
you want to go to Greek! Get one of these! Bend over! 
(TS-1031) $6. 
@ National Lampoon's Animal House T-shirt Absorbs 
beer, regurgitation. and blood, Not bulletproof yet. but 
discourages people from shooting you. (TS-1029) $4.95 

National Lampoon’ Animal House Full-color illus- 
trated novel from the hit movie, with instant replay. By 
Chris Miller (BO-1023) $2. ° 
© National Lampoon Deluxe Edition of Animal House 
On heavier paper that will last longer orsomething. 
(BO- 1024) $4.95 


must for those who play 


© National Lampoon Black Sox Softball Team Jersey 
Team jersey of the famed magazine league. Much like 
the one worn by pitcher T. Mann when he beaned 
Penthouse publisher Bob Guccione in five successive 
times at bat. (TS-1027) $6.00 


@ National Lampoon Baseball Hat To own one of these 
is to own at hat, (15-1032) $5.95 
© The Greatest Hits of the National Lampoon Another 
geurgually phonographic produet, (A-1002)87.95 

(5 Not Funny, Thats Sick!" Nariona/ Lampoon 


comedy LP. (A-1001)$6.95 

®© National Lampoon White Album New Comedy LP. 
including "What Were You Expecting- Rock'n’ Roll?" 
(A-1003) $7.95 


Name (please print) — 


1(BO-1037) 


aht © 201 


1 

' 

i 

i 

i 

i — en — 

1 

‘ 7 State Zip. _—_Thave enclosed a total of $ 

£  GYA-1001)— $ 6.95 each F(BO-1007A) § 4.95 each 

H Q(A-1002)—-$ 7.95 each O(BO-1008) § 2.50 each Circle one 
B FUA-1003) $7.95 each O(BO-1014)$ 2.50 each O(Ts-1019) SML 
1 O(CB-1001)$ $95 .each 1 (BO-1020) $2.50 cach 1024) SML 
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§ 2 (BN-1007)—(A)-(B)820.00 cach O1(BO-1033) Calor 

1 (BN-1008)—(A)-(B)$20.00 each O(BO-1034) 
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1 2 (BO-1036) CUTS-1033) $13.95 each 
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In any case. it doesn’t matter what the 
air-traffic controllers mistook the thun- 
derstorms for. It is the sole decision of 
the pilot in command, to take off: he 
cannot be ordered to do so by air-traffic 
control. 

The true answer may lie in the eco- 
nomic circumstances of Pan American 
World Airways. For some time now the 
airline has been deteriorating. Passen- 
gers have noticed incompletely re- 
moved wads of chewing gum on the 
backs of flight attendants’ dresses, they 
have had difficulty understanding purs- 
ers with badly fitted false teeth. and 
they have nervously observed fuselages 
of aircrafi covered with blistering. peel- 
ing. sloppily applied latex house paint. 
Seats are often covered with grimy plas- 
tic raffia-weave material, and individual 
reading lamps point crazily and mean- 
inglessly about, like high-tech track 
lighting. spotlighting buckled window 
seals or the backs of other passengers’ 
heads. 

With economic woes being sufficient 
to cause this ‘kind of decomposition. it 
may be assumed that great pressure is 
placed upon the pilots to le off and 
arrive on-time and toavoid costly flight 
cancellations, 

This assessment is readily confirmed 
by this genuine, heretofore suppressed. 
conversation taken from flight #759's 
cockpit voice recorder: 

PILOT: Tower, do you have any weather 
advisory for us prior to takeoff? 
TOWER: Well, just the thunderstorm in 
progress off'the end of your runway 
there. It’s a pretty bad one. We gota sev- 
enty-naut crosswind component. a hell 
of a lot of rain, probable wind shear up 
there, maybe a couple hundred and 
fifly nauts or more. Ceiling twelve thou- 
sand MSL. 

PILOT: Could be a little bumpy. eh? 
TOWER: Yes. 

PILOT: Well. these passengers are anx- 
ious to get to Las Vegas. so I guess we're 
going. 

TOWER: You're insane. 

PILOT: What? 

TOWER: You're in command. 

PILOT: That’s right, (Opens throttle) 
[One and a half minutes later...] 

PILOT: We're going down, 

TOWER: Really? 

PILOT; Yes, I blame management pres- 
sure as a result of deregulation plus 
world economic slowdown. What we 
need is... 

(Silence) a 
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The pleasure is back. 


BARCLAY 


™ Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
99 Y la r free ‘ That Cigarette Smoking ls Dangerous to Your Health. 
e 


C'MON, BABY, - 
GIMME A GREAT BIG 
SMILE. LOOK AT 
THE CAMERA! 


OH, BABY, 

THAT'S TERRIFIC! NOW, 
GIVE ME MORE TONGUE... 
OH, YEAH, GREAT SHOT, 
GREAT SHOT! 


OKAY, THIS IS 
IT. HOLD UP YOUR 
BREASTS AND POINT THEM 
AT THE CAMERA. FANTASTIC... 
FANTASTIC... FANTASTIC... 
AHHHHHH. | THINK I'VE 
GOT ENOUGH. 


THAT'S BETTER, 
THAT'S BETTER. NOW, 
PUCKER UP YOUR LIPS... 
PRETEND YOU'RE SUCKING 
ON A BIG BANANA! 


H, H 
PERFECT! 


WHEW! THAT 
SEEMED LIKE AN AWFUL 
LOT TO GO THROUGH 
FOR JUST A SIMPLE 
PASSPORT PHOTO, 
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You never forget 


your firstGirl. 


Letters 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 15) 
Sirs: 
Me and my friends finally figured out 
a way to keep from getting bored on 
those long summer nights. Ya know 
those big signs in front of the drive-in 
movies? The ones with the letters that 
you can move around to spell the name 
of the picture? Well. me, Pooch. and 
Spermy climb up on the signs late at 
night and do a little rearranging. if you 
know what I mean. Like. Take This Job 
and Shove It became “Baked Jive Shit 
on Toast” Pooch kept the extra “h” as a 
souvenir, We turned Raiders of the Lost 
Ark into “Load of Rat Shit Reeks.” 
Some guy came by on a moped while 
we were working on ig Under 
the Rainbow into “Nude Rat Boner” 
and Spermy beaned him with the extra 
letters. What a hoot! Empire Strikes 
Back is now “Semi Prick Teaser” in 
honor of my girl friend, Stacy. And you 
should have seen the people coming out 
of the late show of “Fart on Sues Shoe” 
when they thought they were seeing 
The Four Seasons. Sometimes we can't 
decide what great stuff we could spell. 
Like with First Monday in October. we 
couldn't make up our minds between 
“My Obstetrician Odor” and “Eat M: 
Snot in Food” And we stayed out all 
night when they were — The 
Rocky Horror Picture Show. Pooch 
wanted “Pooch Suck Her Whore Tit” I 
voted for “Your Prick Shot the Whore” 
But Spermy insisted on “She Threw Up 
Hot Cock-” We laughed so hard we 
pissed our pants! You should try it 
sometime! 
Bob Koy 
Oakland, N.J. 


Sirs: 

Hey, Jews. Repeat after me. Gee. 
Hoe. Va. Ah, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. | made 
you say “Jehovah”! Works every time. 
See you in hell, suckers. 

Auntie Semite 
Professional Christian trickster 


Sirs: 

I am composing this letter at my 
typewriter because pens and pencils are 
extremely dangerous. They are pointy. 
and if your head should slip while you 
are writing. you’re out one eye. If it hap- 
pens again. then that’s it—yourre blind. 
Some of you may not appreciate it now. 
but as you get older you'll begin to 
understand the value of your friend the 
eye. Please. be careful. 

Ann Bryce 
President 
Mothers Against Sharp Objects 


(CONTINUED ON PAGE 8&5) 


The Utterly Monstrous, Mind-Roasting Summer of 


| = ae a Me and Stiggs 
| A | 


) Dedicate Our 
a Entire Summer to: 


ee ow! WINO BOB 
| (?-1982) 


| He lived in the bushes behind 
the 7-Eleven and he used to buy 
: , & | u 1 us huge stockpiles of liquor “You 
gotta have a good woman,’ Bob 

| x 7 said once, which we always thought 
! ] was a memorable piece of advice 
| , 3 ' | from a guy with a bush home and 

\ j newspapers for socks. He was 
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The Wedding 
Reception of Schwab's 
Repellent Sister 
and the Chinaman 
Frank, and How We 
Completely Ruined It 


LTHOUGH THIS SUMMER 
turned out to be the most 
amazingly spectacular and 
lunatic summer in the 
entire history of the associ- 
ation between me and 
Stiggs, the last week before 
school got out caused us to expect the 
complete opposite. The major disaster 
started out only as the small inconve- 
nience of having to attend the wedding 
reception of Schwabs sister; Lenora, a 
totally white-skinned harpist and ballet 
deviate with nostrils that look like old- 
fashioned key holes, who. never appears 
anywhere without a ribbon on her 
somewhere, usually on her head, and 
usually four or five of them, 

And so, because Lenora was so 
artistic and withdrawn and delicate. 
and totally unable to function anyplace 
where there were any people or any 
windows or anything else that might 
suck her into a connection with the 
world, me and Stiggs got her an Uzi 
submachine gun for a wedding present, 
with a twenty-round clip and a detach- 
able stock. It cost us the entire $300 we 
got for a rare Tanganyikan airmail 
stamp Stiggs stole from Schwab’ stamp 


collection when Schwab was twelve 
years old. 
The stamp was great. It was 


triangular and had a picture of a blue 
doctor on it; the guy was probably some 
kind of government jungle doctor who 
went around deworming little burr 
heads until they got healthy enough to 
kill the government and change the 
name of the country to Tanzania—a 
a candy-ass name compared to the 
totally great-sounding name of Tan- 
ganyika. Actually, Stiggs had snatched 
about fifty of these incredibly valuable 
stamps from the twelve-year-old 
Schwab, but by now we only had a few 
left, since we originally decided that it 
would be the most a to waste the 
stamps on crank letters to the Schwab 
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family. like they were Easter Seal 
stamps or something, and then let the 
post office cancel the living shit out of 
them for the exceptional depreciation 
effect of 99 percent. Sometimes me and 
Stiggs regret that it took us five years to 
get around to using the stamps to raise 
money, but at least we finally did, and 
were able to raise enough cash to get 
Schwab’s sister married with the kind of 
So ath machine gun she deserved. 
Although Stiggs’s mother and 
Schwab mother are friends, because 


they both work at the same halfway 
house for maniacs, they fortunately 
aren’t good enough friends for Mrs. 
Schwab to have invited my family and 
the Stiggs family to the church for the 
wedding ceremony itself, which caused 
us to miss the incredible metaphysical 
sham of watching God and the law 
being dragged into the affairs of the 
Schwab family. 

So we went directly to the church 
social hall where the enchanted Schwab 


wedding reception was held, complete | 


with all Schwabs from all parts of the 
city in nubby, brindled sport coats and 
homemade dresses. Mrs. Schwab had 
an enormous mesh bow mounted in the 
middle of her back to conceal a base- 
ball-size hole in the seam, a natural 
aspect of a dress made by a person too 
alcoholic to get a tape measure properly 


around her waist. or to accurately read 
the measure and transfer the informa- 
tion onto a bolt of cloth, or to cut the 


| cloth in a line accurate enough to have 


any hope at all of conforming to the 
hummocky repository of gin sugars and 
starch that Mrs. Schwab calls an 
abdomen. 

Lenora, on the other hand, had a 
polos manufactured. seven- 
hundred-dollar, white lace gown, with 
some kind of protective shielding 
underneath to obscure the tits, and 


Meet the Whole 
Incredible 
Schwab Family 


This is the official wedding por- 

trait of Eleanor Schwab, Ran- 
dall Schwab Sr., Lenora Schwab, 
and the horror child Randall 
Schwab Jr. posing as might be ex- 
pected with a giant wedge of cake 
in his bare hand and with cake all 
over his mouth. “I wonder if the 
cake will get all over the Uzi when 
he finds it?” Stiggs whispered. “As 
long as Schwab’s got an ounce of 
life in his horrible body, yes,’ | 
replied. 
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regrettably no shielding to obscure the 
fat bandage at the small of her back, 
where Lenora’s well-known polynoid 
cyst had leaked its way right into the 
catatonia that was Lenora’s happiness 
on this day of special days. Me and 
Stiggs were wearing gold-and-azure- 
flecked Lurex tuxedos from Dee's Tux- 
tique—a 100 percent Negro operation, 
limited exclusively to colors, substances, 
and textures alluring to Negroes only. 
Because there was a filthy ethnic bar- 
bershop next to the tux place, and 
because this shop had 1950s magazine 
photos of hairstylings from the East 
Coast gene axis of dark, bony-fore- 
headed Italo-Hispanic proto-men with 
total petroleum-bonded, boxlike for- 
mations of viscid black hair, we decided 
to step in for a so-called modified bop, 
which harmonized well with the 


Meet Randall 
Schwab Jr. 
as He Rummages 
Around the Table 
of Wedding Gifts 


“What could this be?” Schwab 

asks himself, as his rudimen- 
tary Schwabian brain begins to in- 
vestigate the Israeli machine gun 
we gave his sister for a wedding 
present, 


tuxedos, as well as doing a first-class job 
of pissing off the Schwabs: ft was great. 
n fact, everyone at the reception was 
annoyed by our appearance, except for 
Michelle Schleuter, daughter of 
Herman Schleuter, the coach we got 
fired from school for porking a woman 
counselor in his office. He now works as 
a cashier in an army-navy surplus store 
and remains an exceptional dirtbag and 
complete enigma when you think about 
the contrast between himself and 
Michelle, a fox. I'd been trying to get 
my hands on her for about three years. 
She has this amazing face, with the 
softest, smoothest skin and these per- 
fectly defined lips that look like they're 
so sensitive that they should always be 
covered and protected by other lips 
like mine, tor example -or they'd 
wither away. 
Actually (as is pretty obvious from this 
type of language) I had a whole lot of 
emotion and energy invested in getting 
my hands on Michelle Schleuter, but 1 
couldn't help it. She’s the only female 
I’ve ever known who stimulated this 
automatic, uncontrollable girl-system in 
my brain that overrides all of the other 
neuro-motor departments, such as the 


y 

A 
departments of tearing apart rental cars. 
and pulling trains on cocktail wait- 
resses, and even terrorizing the Schwab 
family. Stiggs mentioned that if 
Michelle Sch euter actually liked me 
and followed me around, | would be a 
total blob, as well as a worthless, 
lobotomized asshole. And. he’s probably, 
right, given the general link between 
being an asshole and failing to perform 
the necessary and mandatory tasks of 
abusing rental cars, cocktail waitresses, 
and Schwabs. 

“That’s the funniest haircut I’ve ever 
seen,’ Michelle said. Since this was the 
first time Michelle had ever volunteered 
speech to me, | was understandably 
pleased as well as thoroughly blown 
out. “It’s a modified bop,” F responded, 
“It cost four dollars, but it’s easily worth 
several thousand” She looked at me real 
gently for an instant, like something 
about my sense of humor interested her, 
and then she laughed. 

“What's that?” she asked, suddenl 
distracted by the hydrocephalic Randall 
Schwab [adden by a table full of wed- 
ding presents while diddling with the 
Uzi. It was only a matter of time before 
his frosting-blotched fingers pinched 
and fumbled their clumsy, mindless 
way over and around the bolt and the 
barrel, Map rivets, thinking they 
might be buttons, pulling flanges, 
thinking they might be interesting 
mechanical levers, and streaking the 
blue steel with frosting, until dually he 
squeezed a bulge that actually proved 
to be a button, causing a loaded clip to 
drop onto his divoted, buckle-fastened 
shoes. 


Our attention was further grabbed by 
Schwab’ inevitable attempt to get the 
ammunition out of the clip, this being 
an advanced, chimpanzeean sort of lev- 
erage operation involving the force of a 
suff spring that would undoubtedly 
challenge the topmost reaches of 
Schwab’ ability and lock him into an 
unstoppable full-scale battle with the 


We Got This 
Unexpected Treasure 
from Mrs. Schwab 


While wasted on low-quality 

Schwabian champagne at the 
wedding reception, Eleanor 
Schwab pulled this terrifying baby 
picture of Randall out of her purse 
and started passing it around to 
(CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE) 
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everyone. I alertly stuffed it in my 
pocket to protect all of the non- 
Schwabian guests, and then, a few 
days later, me and Stiggs took it to 
a paleontologist at Arizona State 
University who helped us figure out 
the exact size of the head. He also 
helped us prepare a chart of pre- 
historic creatures that had smaller 
heads as adults than Schwab was 
born with, 


Six Prehistoric 
Animals That Had 
Smaller Heads 
Than Baby Schwab 


fi TOS a 
per Leo 
oS ff Shanshanosaurus 


KOR a 
Stegosaurus X My AS 
Oy Haplocanthosaurus 
(atin 


Mamenchisaurus x 


“William Oglevey?” a stern voice 
interrupted. 1 turned away from 
Schwab and Michelle to confront the 
extended hand of a forty-year-old guy 
in a crinkly sport shirt who was 
obviously, impossible as it may seem, 
out of place at this reception. “You are 
hereby served?’ the guy said, handin| 
me a stack of folded papers. One oak 


“Plaintiff; Herman Schleuter”— 
vided a complete indication as to the 
titanic mound of shit Michelle’s dildo 
father was bringing down on our heads. 

I turned to mention something about 
this to Michelle, but she bolted, appar- 
ently not wanting to take sides with us 
(which would then expose her to the 
full dirtbag wrath of her father) and 
also not wanting to take sides with her 
father (which would expose Michelle to 
us as merely another dirtbag in a fam- 
ily full of them). Just then, Stiggs 
os. holding a wad of paperwork 
like mine. “Do you think she'll let you 
pork her?” he asked. having noticed our 
conversation, I didn't answer. though. 
because of my overwhelming and 


pro- 
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fanatical respect for Michelle. who I 
was now totally committed to porking, 
if not hanging around with for an 
unusually long period of time. “It’s time 
for the funeral’ I said. changing the 
subject. “We'll get Schwab to loan us his 
family car? 

“Great.” Stiggs said. 

It so happened that as a matter of 
scheduling we were locked into two 
events on the same day—Lenora’s wed- 
ding reception, and the funeral of Ken- 
neth L, Burke. a bog-headed. tippling 

s nothinghood mite no 
about, and who used 
to waste perfectly good alcohol on a 
life-style of never doing anything. We 
asked him to help us pull some shrubs 
out of Schleuter’s lawn one nee since 
the guy lived next door to him, but Ken- 
neth just sat in the back of the car and 
drank this quart of malt liquor while we 
did all the damage: and then when we 
told him to get out of the car, since we 
wanted to put Schleuter’s entire privet 
hedge in the backseat and drive it to his 
office at school, Kenneth crawled out 
the car door giggling, and wandered 
over to his front yard, where he oo 
out ona plaster duck. Anyway; the first 
and only time Kenneth actually did 
anything that suggested he had an 
imagination was when he stood up on 
the tailgate of a station wagon to throw 
a bag of food at some people outside a 
shopping center, just before the car 
went into a parking garage with a clear- 
ance of about a foot above the car. 
shearing off Kenneth’s head. It was 
pretty horrible. 

So me and Stiggs got this call from 
some girl we never heard of who was 
trying to convince everyone at school to 
20 to the funeral. even though it would 

e on a Saturday and we wouldn't even 


se 


Ble WH CR 


Randall ont ee 


get out of a class by going to it. But we 
considered going anyway. because it 
would at least get us out of the Schwab 
reception, and because we would have 
the extra advantage of joining the 
funeral cortege in Schwab's parents’ 
pale yellow 1977 Continental in its fully 
decorated and festooned condition as 
the wedding car—if we could talk 
Schwab into giving us the keys, which 
was easy to do because of the sugar- 
drunk condition of Schwab, who was 
on his twentieth Coke, a record for 
Schwab. 

“What a stupid fucking eyesore.” 
Stiggs said about the incredibly draco- 
nian Schwab wedding car. Its main 
asset, however, was the elaborate net- 
work of tin cans attached to the rear 
bumper. which, taken independently, 
was equally as idiotic as the rest of the 
car but, when considered in the context 
of wheeling the car off a side street and 
into the middle of a long procession of 


This Is What We Did 
with Schwab's Rare 
Stamps Before We 
Started Selling Them 
fo Finance Our Summer 


Of about 150 highly valuable 

stamps that we took from 
Schwab's collection when he was 
twelve years old, we mailed half of 
them back to the Schwabs with 
great cancellations like these. The 
Schwab family was squeaking and 
beeping with outrage for years. 
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black funeral limousines with the cans 
rattling and thrashing at maximum 
volume, was easily as valuable to our 
impact as the Kenneth Burke memorial 
bags of food we were throwing out the 
windows. 

Even though about 90 percent of the 
graveside audience was from school, 
most of them went completely out of 
their way to affect some sort of ludi- 
crously mature attitude, exuding great 
heaving black clouds of somberness 
and inconsolability, as if they actually 
knew the fuckhead who died, 

So Stiggs stepped up to the grave and 
deliyered an extemporaneous eulogy 
over the background of my harmonica 
performance of “I’m a Man”—a harsh, 
painful version I blew as hard as I 
could, directly above the coffin hole. I 
had been in the grasp of a harmonica 
obsession for several weeks, and was 
now comfortable swaying and jerking 
and pitching my head and shoulders 
during this type of emotional passage, 
which I did, even during the blurts of 
vocalizing that I felt the urge to insert 
for extra dynamics and styling. It was 
great—I was a complete honking blues 
master. “I’m a man, Do-doo-do-doot. 
I’m spelled M-A-N. Do-doo-do-doot. 1 
say itagain...” 

Meanwhile the ludicrously grief- 
stricken burial audience was trying to 
make the best of Stigg’s remarks, whlch 
were extensive. “Even though none of 
us ever knew this guy or-even thought 
about him.” he began, in excellent 
counterpoint to my driving harmonica 
statement of, for the most part, “do-doo- 
do-doot, “it’s still pretty good that every- 
body got themselves into a total teen- 
funeral mode and came out here, even 
though we didn’t get out of class.” 

There was some anxiety at this time 
among the Burke family and a lady rep- 
resentative of the school faculty who 
despised us more than death. Never- 
theless, Stiggs continued. “I remember 
Kenneth before he was dead, and I 
think of him dry-heaving on a white 

aster duck in his front lawn. No, 
etter yet, | remember him in the Cub 


| Scouts. We were on our first hike, out in 


the desert, when Kenneth was fooling 
around on the back of the den mother’s 
station wagon, throwing all these ice 
cubes from the cooler at the other 
scouts. ‘Don’t do that? the den mother 
had shouted real loud, but Kenneth 
was an uncontrollable ball of energy 
that day and refused to stop. So all of us 
naturally threw Kenneth into a wash, 
where he rolled into a huge forest of 
cholla cactus, and then returned tocamp 
hysterical, with hundreds of cholla cac- 
tuses attached to his body. and with 
each cactus having about a thousand of 
these barbed needles on it that have 
horrible stuff on them that I like to call 


I Started Having 
Fantasies of How Much 
Me and Michelle 
Schleuter Were in Love 


But since imagining stuff like 

this was completely unusual for 
me, Stiggs did his best to interfere 
with the fantasy and insert himself 
in Michelle’s arms for my pro- 
tection—a selfless act. 


poison. So, while Kenneth was doubled 
up on the tailgate, wimpering and 
trembling as the den mother’s husband 
removed several thousand toxic cactus 
spikes from his skin with a pair of 
gooseneck pliers, | wondered what 
would ever happen to this rascal. 
Nothing much, I suppose, until he stood 


up on the back of another station 
wagon and got his head hacked off by a 
par! ing garage.” 

By this time my musical outburst had 
progressed to an irregular staccato of 
“pen moanings, random blasts on | 
the phlegm-clogged blues-monster har- 
monica, and, finally, a sixty-second 
gurgle. Clearly, the family, the faculty 
representative, and the audience were 
upset. They didn’t like our hair, they 
didn’t like our Lurex Negro tuxedos, 
they didn’t like my music, and the 
didn’t like the eulogy. So we went bac! 
to Lenora’s wedding reception. 

Things at the reception, however, had 
not gone very good, Schwab had man- 
aged to get the ammunition back in the 

zi by himself and, after continued 
twisting and jabbing, managed to 
release the safety. and blow seven 
rounds into the gift table, the custodian’s 
closet, the RA. speakers, and a transom 
window over the main door, where 
there was this nest full of three-day-old 
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birds, which were launched straight up 
to the sky before plummeting forty or 
fifty feet to the front steps of the hall. It 
was there that a Chinese mushroom 
grower named Frank Tang. Lenora’s 
new husband, accidentally mashed one 
of the naked. peeping creatures with his 
foot. 

Lenora came apart. Her cyst was 
throbbing, her brother had just shot up 
the most significant and only public 
event in her entire life. her seven-hun- 
dred-dollar dress was streaked gray 
with powder burns, her wedding car 
had as emi and her brand-new 
husband was kicking the pressed 
remains of a bird he'd just killed off the 
thick spongy bottom of his Schwab- 

ality shoe. “You can’t just let them 

ie” Lenora screamed, whirling back 
and forth on the steps, pleading with a 
mob of frightened Schwabs to pick up 
the ugly golf-ball-sized chicks and, pre- 
sumably through a program of petting, 
fondling, and total bird love. nurse 
them to health and adulthood. 

But none of the guests responded, so 
Lenora got crazier, until her father bor- 
rowed a car and drove her and the 
doomed birds to a veterinarian. The 


‘Til Take Your 
Dead Birds,’ 
Barney Said 

fo the Schwahs 

Real Officially 


The added extra impact of full 
surgical gear and of pet ears 
stapled to his hat gave Barney the 
official-looking status necessary to 
convince the Schwabs he was an 
expert doctor of animals and not 
wasted. 


case was handled, however, by Barney 
Beaugereaux, a very close and worth- 
| less associate of ours who happened to 
be working his last day as the veter- 
inarian’s assistant. and who happened 
to be in full charge of the office. for 
some unjustifiable reason. “Can you 
save them?” Lenora squealed desper- 
ately, referring to three lifeless, card- 
board-hard lumps cradled in her skirt. 
“For what?” Barney answered, drunk. 
“.,, Bouillon?” He then scooped up 
three of them and fired them in a salvo 
through the open door of the office, 
where they hit a stainless-steel panel 
and ricocheted into a metal tub. 

“If you'll give me five dollars. I won't 
set them on fire;” Barney added, at 
which time Mr. Schwab gathered up his 
hopelessly weeping and sniveling and 
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We Tormented Coach Schleuter 
with This Massively Distributed Comic 
After We Caught Him 
Boning Mrs. Beale, the Counselor. 
So Schleuter Tried to Sue Us 


Me and Stiggs commissioned this special, professionally illustrated 

comic after Stiggs read somewhere about how the Nazis found visual 

propaganda the most effective and convincing of all German forms of lying. It 
was ironic that this method should be used to help eradicate the Coach 
Schleuter menace, Herman being a fattish, brutal kraut himself. We were re- 
luctant to use this ultimate weapon, just like Harry Truman was unwilling to 
drop atom bombs without giving the ethics of the matter some serious 
thought. So we gave it some serious thought and decided to go ahead on the 
theory that not only had Coach Schleuter committed the initial act of aggres- 
sion by making Stiggs run laps for bouncing footballs off Schwab's head, but 


also because he was likely to make many more students’ lives miserable 
unless he could be stopped. We don’t see that we really had much choice in 
the matter, and probably anyone in America would act the same way in similar 


circumstances. 


horrified daughter and escorted her 
over to Frank ae for a husbandly 
blast of attention. But Lenora called 
Frank a murderer for stepping on the 
bird, and wouldn't sit in the same seat 
with him. Barney said the whole scene 
was Schwabobilia nonpareil. 

It wasn't until about a half hour after 
this happened that we arrived back at 
the reception with the car,where the 
police were talking to Schwab about the 
gunfire, and Frank Tang and Lenora 


were trying to help the minister size up 
the damage. 

We decided this was the perfect wa 
for Frank and Lenora to begin their life 
together—their life of working side by 
side, tending Frank’s mushrooms in a 
basement totally dark except for the 
green glow of mushrooms and the thin 
crack of light from the door leading to 


) their bedroom, where they would sleep, 


eat. play the harp. and box the mush- 
rooms, every day. 
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HERMAN , 
YOU MUST. 
STOP! NY HUSBANP ( 
1S GETTING yg THAT 
SUSPICIOUS! \d 4 DESPICABLE 
} CRIPPLE! 
T'LL PARALYZE 


is ARMS 
AS WELL! 


EMOTIONAL | 
PROBLEMS: 
\ a: M 
\ 


CAN THIS 
INTRA - FACULTY 
BONING MARAUDER 

BE STOPPED? 


¢ HERMAN, HERMAN, eS) Wet Go BACK TO WORK 
cere | He thi Albee 
REALLY LATE! 1 WAS i SHUT THAT KID UP 
HATES TO AFRAID YOU'D 

Ger UP PUNCH Me 

IN THE AGAIN IF T 


MORNING, TRIED TO 


LIKE MANY | Wane you 
BEFORE, 


COACH SCHLEUTER'S SELFISHNESS AND INATTENTION OFTEN PLACE COACH SCHLEUTER JUST 
TAKES COFFEE WITHOUT 
THE LIVES OF OTHERS IN DANGER, . PAYING. HE PoreN'T 
TORS TENN ESR UY tS Habre IF EVERYONE 
HAVE SEX WITH ME IN HER OFFICE, ‘ mall SACRee THE WAKAE: KIe: 
WHY SHOULD ZF CARE WHAT "a mi 
HAPPENS AFTER, AS L 
AM BOTH BRUTAL AND 
SHORTSIGHTED, 


COACHING \5 A WASTE OF HIS TIME , 50 COACH 
SCHLEUIER TELLS KIDS TO RUN LAPS FOR THE WHOLE 
oD, 


MANY OVERBEARING TYRANTS, LIKE COACH 
SCHLEUTER, DESPISE ALL AUTHORITY 
EXCEPT THEIR OWN. 


COACH, T'D_LIKE. THE BASKETBALL TEAM TO 
PLAY AN ey BITION GAME AGAINST THE 
LOCAL FM PI6C JOCKEYS FoR THE 
BENEFIT OF a 
CEREBRAL YF coor 


"ALS 
VieTins : 
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COACH Mt | Zs COACH SCHLEUTER'S HARDWORKING 
SCHLEUTER. CNG Ne =] WIFE TRUST6 HER HUSBAND, FOR THE 
JUST LEAVES (i 

KIPS RUNNIN 
ANP GOES 


OFF TO 
FRATERNIZE 
WITH THE 
FEMALE 
STAFF! 


DON'T CARE 
rn’ whee eis “all 
OVES HER MORE THAN ‘ = HARD AY S 
NYTHING ELSE IN HIS LIFE, MY c f 7 WORK COACHING 
MOMENTARY ANIMAL PASSION \5 ss a 1 CHAMPIONS TO 
MORE SMPORTANT THAN SOME pormmenet S > MAKE US PROUD 
STUPID PATRIOT’6 HAPPINESS! Sakae IW OF HIM, DARLING} 


LITTLE DOES MR, BEALE KNOW AgouT 
COACH SCHLEUTER SEES MS. BEAL 
AND TAKES ADVANTAGE OF IT. GERMAN TREACHERY! 


~ I Love 
YOU, I REALLY 
Love you! 


WHAT A 
HOT ONG! THiI6 15 
EASY WITH_A PIG 
LIKE MS, BEALE ! 


NO CANDY, NO FLOWERS, NO NOTHING, SCHLEUTER IS JUST LIKE A 7 
3} THAT'S JUST WHAT MANY 
OPH ARQUSER: e STUPENTS FROM THIS SCHOOL 
HAVE BEEN ASKING ME IN 
THE PRIVACY OF THE 


OH, HERMAN, { PAN CONFESSIONAL - 
HOW LONG CAN A 
THIS GO ON? 


LET'S MAKE THIS.,, THE END! 
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A Powerfully 
Concentrated Blast 
of Drunk Thinking 

at the Hyatt-Regency 


S MENTIONED IN THE FIRST 
sentence of this story, the 
last week of school made us 
wonder pretty seriously 
about the quality of the 
summer we were going to 
have. The Schwab recep- 
tion had left a dense, sticky ring of 
sludge around the tub of our lives, com- 
prised mainly of the Schleuter lawsuit 
and the federal charges for having an 
automatic weapon without a license. 
not to mention the usual hooting and 
squealing of our parents about the total 
unacceptability of our final grades and 
also about summer jobs. So me and 
Stiggs decided that the only way to 
rescue our yacations from complete 
teen Armageddon was to attack all of 
these problems immediately, before 
they got any. bigger, by starting a three- 
pronged crash program of rational 
analysis, ingenious counteraction, and 
getting totally, William Holden-style 
uc dup ina hotel room. 
room. we figured; would func- 
tion as a fully isolated think tank—ideal 
for summoning the complete powers of 
our minds for three or four days 
straight. or for as long as we could stay 
drunk before our bodies broke down 
completely and succumbed to mind- 
roasting fevers and rings of cold sores 
around our entire mouths like a concho 
belt. “We'll need a presidential-quality 
room.” Stiggs said, “with incredible 
French luxuries?” So, for about the sale 


These Hotel-Grade 
Toilets Will Suck 
Down Almost Anything 


“If these toilets can handle fat 

executive logs, they can cer- 
tainly handle room-service lob- 
sters, bath towels, lamps, and 
paintings,’ Stiggs said, just before 
getting sidetracked on his project 
of filling the bathtub full of pink 
roses. 


rice of Schwab's nineteen-cent Trin- 
idad-Tobago special delivery with a 
tg ee aed watermelon 
on a background of gray dots. we 
checked into the Hyatt-Regency and 
ordered a top-priority smorgasbord of 


electric typewriters. chart-holding | 


easels, tape recorders, Maine lobsters. 
giant shrimps. grenadine, club soda, 
ReaLime concentrated lime juice, 
ReaLemon concentrated lemon juic 
Fresca, Collins mix, ginger ale. ice, 
lemons, limes, tangerines, Bacardi light 
rum, and Beefeater’s gin—the last four- 
teen items being the ingredients of a 
red. gluey swill we call Hawaiian 
Schwab, or SNOTFAG, the inter- 
nationally recognized acronym for 
Schwab Nosebleed Over Twenty Feet 
Above Ground Level (a thing that 
always happens to him). 

“My idea for the solution to the 
Schleuter problem: Stiggs began, laid 
out in the bathtub, surrounded by forty 
or fifty floating rose blossoms, which 
came with the forty or fifty room-ser- 
vice trays we'd ordered so far: “is to start 
up some kind of bogus community 
project—like maybe a project to build a 
new. free-form concrete jackal zone for 
the zoo. Or maybe an O. C, and Stiggs 
drug-rehabilitation clinic. Or maybe a 
thirty-five-lane, pan-American’ wheel- 
chair ramp, so quadriplegics in Chile 
can get around the hemisphere just like 
anyone else. Then we can keep the 
judges from reaming us, because they'll 
think we've rehabilitated ourselves and 
that we're real valuable to the 
community.” 

It was agreed that the character- 
enhancing aspect of this kind of move 
would be ideal; however. its full volume 
of genius wasn't realized until several 
minutes later when I. from my position 
in the central return air duct among the 
spoiling lobsters and shrimps | intended 
to leave there, suggested that our 
charity activity might also quiet down 
the summer-job mania of our parents. 

“Emergency!” Stiggs screamed, 
ejecting himself from the tub like it was 
a burning car. “Dial ‘one’! Get room 
service! Code red!” Stiggs was on the 

hone immediately, ordering more rose 

lossoms. because, according to him, 
the ones floating in the tub had sud- 
denly lost their smell. “I! demand smell.” 
he shrilled. “I expect total uninter- 
rupted smell from these fucking roses” 

Unfortunately, the service captain 
didn’t realize that the Stiggs situation 
involved fifty roses. “What am I going 
to do with this?” Stiggs sneered at the 
weaseling hotel goon when he 
appeared at our door holding a single 
flower floating in a brandy glass. Stiggs’s 
tirade was great. “Do you see this 
bathtub? Do you notice any difference 
between the size of the tub and the size 


of that spindly wad of petals in your 
hand? I need total bath coverage. I need 
a completely solid layer of roses all 
around me like puffing factories of 
smell, attacking me with their smell and 
power-ramming big stinking concen- 
trations of rose odor up my nostrils until 
I'm wasted with pleasure?’ It wasn’t long 
before we got so dissatisfied with this 
incompetence that we bolted. 


The Grade-AAA, 
Double Foxhood 
of Michelle Schleuter, 
Requiring a Special 
Visit to Her House 


LTHOUGH THERE WAS 
still a great deal of details to 
be worked out following 
the premature end of think- 
ing at the hotel think tank, I 
thought it would be a good 
idea to relax my brain by 
visiting the home of Michelle Schleuter 
while her father was on duty at the 
army-navy surplus store. Mrs. Schleuter 
was also gone: she took off for good 
about fifteen minutes after Herman's 


porking episode with the counselor hit 
all the papers we reported the story to— 


seven of them, in five cities, 
As I parked in her driveway, it oc- 
curred to me that some form of zaniness 
could be necessary: Michelle might de- 
mand a continuation of the premium 
level of humor that attracted her before, 
lest she risk wasting her time on porking 
a one-joke type of guy. So I quickly 
backed out of the driveway and fish- 
tailed to a 7-Eleven for a half-dozen 
eggs and fora felt-tip pen. which | used 
to letter a message on one of the eggs, 
which I planned to hold up to Michelle's 
face as a substitute for an ordinary 
greeting. This would create the ultimate 
mix of humorousness and adorableness 
that all species of Michelles require as 
credentials before allowing you into 
their bodies—and it would have worked 
too, if Michelle had answered her door, 
instead of a totally naked Stiggs. 
“How... about...a...hand...job?”” 
Stiggs said one word at a time. reading 
my egg. “No. thanks. I’m already sexed 
out!” he continued. “What's hap- 
pening?” Needless to say. I was stunned 
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Stiggs Said He 
Demonstrated 
How Much He Loved 
Michelle Schleuter 
by Familiarizing Her 
with This Hygienic 
French Tickler for 
Maximum Protection 


“1 don’t really regard that as a 
great joke, even though it’s a 
greattickler,” | told Stiggs later. 
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Meher) 
aaladal at \ 


and pissed, We sat down on the Schleu- 
ter living-room couch. which, | rea- 
soned. the blatant scum-sack Coach 
Schleuter had probably bought with 
wages that the school paid him for fore- 
ing me and Stiggs to run around the 
track for the last three years. It was ar- 
uable, therefore. that since this hideous 
leviathan of a couch had been pur- 
chased with our suffering. it technically 
belonged to us. and this notion made 
the weirdness of sitting next to the un- 

rincipled slinking dog Stiggs. who had 


Just boned the number-one female of 


my life, all the more weird. 

“Try not to get too annoyed.” Stiggs 
said, in a tone of total sensitivity and re- 
morse. “I know Michelle was your 
main female boner idol. so it shouldn't 
be surprising to you that the single guy 
in the world who has the most in com- 
mon with you would want to get his 


| hands on Michelle too. If she were only 
some ordinary slut. do you think I'd 
screw you over for her? Fuck, no”” 

It wasn’t long before me and Stiggs 
were shaking hands. because I was sat- 
isfied that he would treat Michelle with 
the same dignity and respect as I would. 
and in the Binal analysis. her happiness 
was all that really mattered. Our tend 
shake was interrupted. however, by a set 
of squeaking and shambling noises, 
which I thought were being made by 
Michelle getting dressed but in fact 
were produced by Barney Beau- 
gereaux. our worthless associate, open- 
ing the door to Michelle’s room just 
wide enough to stick out his head and 
ask Stiges if he wanted to pork her 
again. “She's bucking like a horse and 
she wants-to see the Monster’ Barney 
said, using one of Stiggs’s five pseudo- 
nyms for his dork. 

I peeked inio the bedroom. All I 
could see was Michelle's legs. and 
Barney by the bed. and suddenly it was 
obviots that Michelle wasn't exactly the 
spectacular female | thought she was. 
and | was so totally pissed off about it 
that if T didn’t deal with it real fast, I 
would end up trying to kick the shit out 
of Barney and Stiggs. So I took off m: 
clothes and hopped onto the bed wit 
Michelle, “I'll pork her and-that’ll get 
her out of my system and take my mind 
off killing Barney and Stiggs-” | thought 
to myself. But the pork was horrible— 
she hardly moved the whole time, prob- 
ably catatonic from the shock of doing 
Barney. When it was over I felt incred- 
ibly stupid. and Stiggs. who was of 
course watching. apparently realized 
this and. because he’s my oldest friend. 
knew what to suggest to improve my 
frame of mind, “Let's get our couch out 
of Schleuter’s living room he said. 

So we dragged it out to my car. bal- 
anced it on the roof. and drove it to the 
army-navy store parking lot. where we 
rolled it off the car at forty miles an 
hour and blasted my remaining five 

s into Schleuter’s windshield. We de- 
cided to drop the Michelle incident al- 
together, except in the case of Barney, 
who, having a a of metal shrapnel 
lodged somewhere in his head. and 


being slow and virtually a servile dog. 
was easily made to feel guilty about it 
and to owe me favors forever. 


SODUS ¥-99~ 


tvayo  , 
AIMGIYON 


Stiggs Found This Great Report He Did Crumpled Under the Seat of 
His Car, and It Helped Take My Mind Off the Michelle Incident 


me... 1 e Gathering And Disrersalor Crowe 
| ee nd A Kid Dry Heaving One Nigh 


| SBeer Ar And Pizza Emporlugyan ae 


P| A PHOMOWROCTOLOLICAL FPO" eer 
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A Selection of 

_ Alternatives Involving 
_ Barney and Hopeless, 
| Worthless Junkies 


HE GUILTY AND DOGLIKE 


becoming rich. This was be- 

cause a neighbor’s lawn 

mower fired a chunk of iron 

into Barney’s head when 

Barney was six years old. so 

the neighbor had to give Barney’s fam- 

ily $25,000, which they put into a trust 

account that Barney couldn't touch 

until he turned eighteen, which was that 

week. “This would be the ideal amount 

for a Mexican holiday’ | mentioned, “a 

sort of educational adventure. designed 

to broaden Barney’s world experience 

so that he would be better prepared to 

handle the responsibility of managing 

the two hundred dollars he'd have left 
over after we got back from Mexico” 

At first, this Mexican concept seemed 


our legal problems. namely: avoiding 
them altogether by bolting the country. 


While Estimating 
How Much It Would 
Cost to Go to Mexico, 

We Designed This Easy 
Method for Doing It 


Barney was on the verge of 


like a better, or at least easier. solution to | 


On the other hand. we had plenty of 
motivation to stay at home, because of 
the amazingly brilliant. character-en- 
ancing project me and Stiggs finally 
decided to get into—Penis House—our 
personal hard-core drug-rehabilitation 
program. The idea of us running a half- 
way house full of hopeless, worthless 


self. but the further notion of setting up 
the house full of junkies in someones 
tranquil and attractive neighborhood, 
directly next to the someone's house. 
ike Schleuter’s, was nearly irresistible. 

A second compelling aspect to the 
option of staying home and appearing 
in court was that we would have to get a 
awyer, which meant that we would 
finally have an opportunity to do busi- 
ness with lawyers who have offices 
in shopping malls—the ultimate 
perversion. 


thoroughly. we concluded that the only 
sane move was to do them all, 


Me and Stiggs Entrust 
Our Entire Futures 
foa Man in a Red 
Blazer — Ear! Warnke, 
Mal! Lawyer 


HERE ARE TWO LAW FIRMS 
in Westwood Mall. Captain 
Whereasky’s Great Amer- 
ican Lawyer Machine. 
located in a stall in Mont- 
gomery Ward’s between the 
record department and a 
video-game display. and Law Cuca- 
racha, a trailer of Spanish-speaking 


Figuring How Expensive a Foreign Country Will Be by the Size of Its Bugs 
Country A Country B Country C Country D CountyE | 
Typical Size | | ] = 
Hi | : Is 
Shae 7 | * || Se) 
Seale /-—4 | ™~ 
Cost of Beer sl 750 25¢ loc 
| 
Cost of a6 | ° : not 
Hotel Room $85 ; sa aoe available 
\_ | i 
~ . sghl| " ° . not 
Cost of Lobster | $9 $14 $35 | $700 available 
Cost of Bottle of i | not 
Cough Medicine 53 I $2 $l loc available 
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junkies was spectacular enough by it- | 


Considering each of these choices | 


| other side of Ear 


lawyers jacked up by the south 
entrance. We selected the former 
because it had a popcorn machine | 
shaped like an 1890s steam engine in the | 
lobby. and because all of the lawyers 
there wore matching red highly com- 
bustible blazers. 

“What can I do for you?” the thirty- 
five-year-old wriggling mass of nerves. 
who couldn't even get a job ata free law 
clinic in the middle of an Indian reser- 
vation. asked. His entire office was 
made out of the same substance as his 
blazer. only pressed into different tex- 
tures—the shiny polymer texture of 
warped. fake ‘birch paneling: the 
stippled polymer texture of molded. 
aluminum-legged chairs: the tufted 
polymer texture of blue miniature-golf 
carpeting: and the smooth polymer tex- 
ture of the white-globed lamp on his 
desk, which had B-A-R printed across it 
in three-dimensional letters. In fact. all 
of these elements seemed to have been 
conceived as a single package. a stan- 
dardized mall law unit. totally thought 
out, down to a permanent diploma 
frame behind the desk. with a slit at the 
top. for easy insertion and removal. 

According to this guy’s diploma, his 
name was Earl Warnke, and he gradu- 
ated from the University of the Pacific 
Trust Territories Extension School of 
Law in American Samoa. “A deviate 
high-school coach who porks coun- 
selors is suing us because we got him 
fired. and. the Alcohol. Tobacco. and 
Firearms Agency is after us for not 
having a license for this Uzi machine | 
gun that we bought as a wedding 
present.” Stiggs answered succinctly, as 
he knew even trembling mall lawyers 
would appreciate. 

“Let's start with the gun” Earl sug- 
gested, just as a sharp explosion rattled 
the plastic wall behind him, followed by 
several harsh blip noises and an elec- | 
tronically altered voice—"Surrender, 
men of Signus I. or pay with your lives” 
Obviously. the Montgomery Ward 
video-game display directly on the 

Ks law stall had sprung 
to life. but Earl didn’t seem to mind. 
“Does it. like. fuck up your prestige as a 
lawyer to have a Signus I video attack 
going on during important-conferences 
with your clients?” Stiggs asked. as sev- 
eral thousand synthesized music notes 
drilled through the opposite wall from 
the record department. 

“Oh. actually no..° Earl chuckled 
timidly. closing the door to his stall. as if 
a door in a stall that didn’t even go all 


the way to the ceiling would have any 
effect whatsoever on the amount of 


electronic noise missiles that were 
blasting over, into, through, and around 
our conversation. “So, where did you 
actually get the gun?” Earl asked. 

“A gun shop.’ we explained. still 
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sticking tightly to our policy of 
succinetness, 

“A gun shop actually sold you an 
automatic weapon?” 

“Well, no. not exactly. Uzi makes a 
semiautomatic model for private collec- 


tors who just like the looks of the gun 
but don't necessarily need the actual 
cyclic rate of fire of eight hundred 
rounds per minute that you get with a 
genuine machine gun.” Stiggs replied. 
somewhat distracted by the turning of a 

eco cry sy 


knob on Earl's office door. 

“But you're actually accused of pos- 
sessing an automatic weapon?” Earl 
asked with a lot of confusion. 

Me and Stiggs hesitated for a 
moment, weighing how intelligent it 
would be to tell this day-laboring. shop- 
ping-center geek about Sponson the vet, 
formerly of the First Air Cavalry in 
Vietnam. now guarding pot plantations 
and hanging around biker bars and 
modifying Uzis for high-school kids 
and generally being dangerously 
insane, 

“This guy Howard Sponson helped 


us convert it to full automatic? Stiges 
finally said, stupidly. for the first time in 


his life feeling he was under some obli- | 


gation to tell the truth. “We figured it 
would be an insult to the Schwabian 
daughter to give her a less than perfect 
machine gun?” 
“Yeah?” 1 added. “She's this incredibly 
sensitive and emotional art type that 
| reads about twenty-five levels into 
everything: for example, if Lenora 
were to notice that her Uzi was an infe- 


rior, semiautomatic model, she might 
project the condition of being inferior 
onto herself. which might inhibit her 
normally confident style of harp 
laying. And if you take away Lenora 
Schwab’s harp playing. there would be 
nothing left but a frail. weird-nostriled 
| shell of a totally maladjusted Schwab. 
So we had to go with the automatic ver- 
sion, and Sponson was our only hope:* 
Now I was distracted by the wiggling 
knob on Earl’s door, which swung open 
to reveal a barbecue-sauce-caked child 
with an isthmus of impetigo scabs 
stretching from his nose to the corner of 


On the Way to 
the Lawyer's Office 
atthe Mall, 
Stiggs Had to Kill 
These Dangerous 
Cheese Samples 


“Get back,’ | yelled to the 

samples girl from the Swiss 
Cheese Barn. “These cheese balls 
are horrible and must be de- 
stroyed.”’ Me and Stiggs are ac- 
tively against any kind of cheese 
samples or cheese girls ruining our 
malls. 


his lips and with a tubular bolus of 
chocolate nougat that protruded an 
inch from his mouth: after about a 
minute the child retracted the tube with 
a loud sucking noise. wandered into the 
office. and fell over the cord to Earl's 
B-A-R lamp, pulling the lamp off the 
desk and onto the kid's head, where it 
shattered. 

To even the spongy mind of a mall 
lawyer, this incident must have been 
loaded with legal consequences—ike. 
for example, the consequence of the 
child’s mother laying out the details of 
Earls negligence to some other lawyer, 

erhaps even the sharklike Mexican 
awyers in the trailer at the other end of 
the mall. But Earl didn’t seem to be too 
bothered, since the kid was just another | 
one 6f an endless stream of lost. low- 
income mall trash who wandered into 
his stall and whose parents were prob- 
ably the last remaining people in 
modern society who could be bull- 
shitted into believing that they'd never 
win a lawsuit against Earl Warnke. mall 
lawyer. 

So Earl picked up the squalling kid 
and returned him to the main aisle of 
the store: then. while on his hands and 
knees. gathering up splintered segments 
of his B-A-R lamp. he outlined the | 
defense he planned for us. which would 
involve our pleading ignorance of the 
xun being illegal. while laying total 

Jame on Sponson the vet. Even though 
this strategy would probably result in 
Sponson killing us, we pulled out all the 
stops. hired Earl. and paid the advance 
fee listed on the Captain Whereasky 
Great American Lawyer Machine fee 
menu on the wall. “ll actually handle 
the Schleuter case tater” Earl mentioned 
as we left his stall. “Actually, great” we 
said succinctly, even though the Barney 
Mexican option was already beginning 
to dominate most of our thinking. 
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ANDALL SCHWAB WAS HELP- 
ing his father install an 
acoustical-tile ceiling in the 
Schwab den, While his fa- 
ther worked in the attic crawl 
samy, driving huge nails 
through the tiles, Randall 
stood on a stool below and held the tiles 
against an uneven grid of two-by-two 
pe support beams that both Schwabs 
ad put together earlier. Because of Mr. 
Schwabs ridiculous choice of nails, the 
ends of them stuck out about two inches 
from the two-by-twos everywhere. Nat- 
urally, Schwab's dad used hundreds 
more nails than he needed. But, after a 
few minutes, as Randall was holding 
the tiles in place while his father bent 
nails and bashed ineffectually above 
with the hammer, the young Schwab 
arms got tired. So, in an incredible flight 
of Schwabian inventiveness, he decided 
to use his head to support the tiles. 
Schwabs head itself is supported by a 
fat, reddish neck; he must have figured 
that a neck accustomed to holding up 
the massive burden of the outsized 
Schwab head was hardly likely to be 
strained by the extra weight of an 
acoustical tile. 

It was just evil mischance that the 
moment Schwab put his head under the 
tile was the same moment his father 
chose to pound one) of his huge ‘nails 
into the center of the tile and directly 
into Schwabs skull, Mr, Schwab’s blow 
was unusual; not only did he hit the 
head of the nail rather than something 
six inches away, but he brought down 
the hammer with totally un-Schwabian 
force, 

The nail was exactly between the 
right and left halves of Schwab’ brain, 
and its tip entered the corpus colossum, 
which of course functions as a bridge 
between the two cerebral hemispheres. 
Schwab fell off his stool, hitting his head 
on the floor and cracking the acoustical 
tile nailed to his head, so that all that 
was left of it was a pancake-sized 
chunk, which remained anchored b 
the nail in almost the exact center of his 
head. The scream of the stricken 
Schwab brought female Schwabs 
scrambling from all over the Schwab 
household. Mr, Schwab, in a state of 
high excitement and curiosity, stuck his 
very large head through a hole in his tile 


SCHWAB, RANDALL 6/30/82 

599-00400-444 
X ray of Randall Schwab’s head, 
taken by Dr. Martindale. lt is impor- 
tant to note that the nail is posi- 
tioned in the area of Schwab's brain 
where it is least likely to do serious 
damage, which, of course, in the 
case of a Schwabian brain, could be 
anywhere. 


Local youth R 
his head, is h 


helping him install an acoustical ceiling, 


grid to see what was going on. Natu- 

ly, the weight of his incredible head 
caused him to overbalance and fall on 
top of his squawking family below, 
bringing with him the entire ceiling 
structure that it had taken him nearly 
three months to design and install. 

After twenty minutes or so, the pan- 
icked and confused Schwabs finally 
piled into the family car and drove to 
the hospital. “Mommy, am I going to 
die?” Schwab kept asking over and 
over, Randall was admitted at the emer- 
gency room by Dr. John Martindale, a 
fifty-five-year-old fat loser who had 
failed in private practice. Martindale 
decided to immediately remove the nail 
from Schwab’ head with a medical ver- 
sion of a claw hammer, after barely 
looking at an X ray of Schwabs head 
and figuring it was a waste of time to 
consult any other doctors about some- 
thing as inconsequential as Randall 
Schwab life or death or the anxiety of 
the Schwab family. He merely ex- 
plained to the family that hemor- 
thaging was a medical word for blood, 
which they should expect to see a lot of 
from Schwabs head after he, Martin- 
dale, jerked the nail out, which he did, 


LM bes after havin 
Ped to a car by hi 
agent Randall Schap Sr. Mr. Schiip Bete 


9 a large nail removed from 
, Independent Insurance 


aid the boy was impaled while 


~ 

er 

ing the entire Schwab family to get 
real queasy, except for Randall. “How 
come my family is spazzing out?” 
Schwab asked. 

According to Martindale, Schwab 
wasn't really damaged very much by 
the accident, but it would be stupid to 
put much reliance on the opinions of 
doctors who can’t cut private practice, 
and who pretty much sum up what 
being a tubby, incompetent, callous, 
sloppy loser is all about. It's probably 
more accurate to say that the peculiar 
pink-and-white mottling that now os 
pears on Schwabs face after even the 
smallest amount of exercise is the result 
of a vascular instability caused by iron 
filings from the nail, which got into 
Schwab’ pituitary gland, and that his 
fucked-up pituitary has had an overall 
systemic effect on the Schwab metabo- 
lism, and has more or less thrown a 
blasting cap into his already badly 
scrambled genetic code room, In other 
words, the human race should start im- 
mediately to prepare itself for future 
generations of mutant Schwabs that are 

eyond our imaginings, even when on 
PCP Me and Stiggs are personally 
horrified, 
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An Evening 

in the Niggardly 
Barney Apartment, 

Which Included 
Yellow Tequila 
and Relentless 
Propagandizing 
on the Subject 

of Mexico 


HIS IS YELLOW TEQUILAY 
Stiggs told Barney during 
our visit to his place. “This 1s 
the ultimate liquor of Mex- 
ico. enjoyed by all Mexicans. 
regardless, of how old. they 
are or whether they're male 
or a girl or rich or poor or crazy or use- 
ss. Imagine yourself being on the top- 
ical Mexican coast, and you're sitting at 
the end of a real quiet bar that smells 
like palm trees and the ocean, while 
the bartender, this totally exotic guy 
with giant wrinkles on his face and an 
unraveled straw hat, fills a water glass to 
the top with yellow liquor, He puts it in 
front of you, beside this pile of crude 
salt and a bowl full of limes cut in 
halves, as a bunch of musicians begin to 
wander around and beat on these in- 
credibly fat and badly built guitars. And 
right at this exact moment is when you 
notice a mysterious beaner princess 
with long hair at the other end of the 
bar who takes a fast look at you secretly 
and wonders all about you. 
“So you put some salt on your 
tongue. and lift up the glass. The exotic 
bartender looks at the princess with his 
real black eyes. and then he looks at you 
as the musicians pound on their in- 
struments as fast and hard as possible. 
and the princess holds her breath as a 
gesture of excitement, There you are. 
Barney, with the tequila right next to 
your mouth. Suddenly. you feel the 
stuf swirling and gurgling down your 
amazingly wide-open throat. as its pow- 
erful heat goes everywhere in your 
body. including your brain. You look to- 
ward the princess. but.,.she’s com- 
letely gone. Where the fuck is she. 
amey? 
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| the street to the side of the 


| a varnished armadillo purse into your 


| headquarters of the judicia 
| sign all of your traveler's checks for 


| tender drags you outside. You crawl 


| mediately for Mex 


“Then you feel something real soft 
on your shoulder, but it’s mysteriously 
full of energy. You turn around, and 
there right in front of you is... this 
grossly chubby Mexican in a T-shirt, of- 
fering to sell you a huge gray ugly fish. 
He has thousands more of them stacked 
in a truck outside. He thought he might 
sell off one or two of them in the bar, 
while he was on his way to wherever he 
was su posed to go to deliver the fish. 
*Pescado? the guy asks, smelling like a 
horrible fish. The music stops. You fall 
straight backward off your stool and 
ralph. 


“You're dry-heaving no 


so the bar- 


through all of the dirt and garbage in 
ar, Where 
the princess is going to the bathroom. A 
beggar lady with a rag on her head jams 


face. and then these other child beggars 
with faces that look like they're forty 
years old show you horrible rugs. The 
Jederales come, and they take you to the 
police. You 


them, Barney—they take every fucking 


centyou have... Barney? Barney?” 

Stiggs thought it was offensive of 
Barney, our host. to pass out during the 
middle of his drama guaranteed to con- 
vince Barney that we should leave im- 
but in the end 
Stiggs wasn’t actually offended. since he 
was mindful of the entire gravy tureen 
of tequila Barney had just dumped into 
his system. 

As we recounted the $25,000 in cash 
Barney withdrew from the bank that af- 
ternoon, me and Stiggs assured our- 
selves that Barney wouldn't back out of 
the trip. and then I collapsed backward 
off my stool onto the kitchen floor. and 
Stiggs went up on the roof. Stiggs 
always maintained that Barney's roof’ 
was the best of all roofs he'd ever spent 
any time on—even better than the roof’ 
on Barney’s old house. a place much 
larger and superior to the niggardly 
apartment Barney lived in now. “I'm ac- 
tually pretty glad that Barney’s mom 


squandered away all the insurance 
money after her husband died” Stiggs 
once said. “Otherwise, Mrs. Barney 
wouldn't have had to sell off her house. 
and IT wouldn't have ever known the 
total roof superiority of this dirtball 
apartment” 

And so with me and Barney passed 
out on the floor and Stiggs probably 
asleep on the roof. Barney’s mother ar- 
rived at two in the morning. just off the 
swing shift at some laboratory that 
makes teeth molds for orthodontists. It 
was obvious that her job and apartment 
situation were completely humiliating 
to her. especially now that the final rem- 
nants of her formerly comfortable life— 
her clothes—were beginning to fray and 
look out of style. “Your mom waited too 
long to get a new husband’ Stiggs once 
told Barney. noticing that her skirt had 
an old stain on it: but I never realized 
exactly how deeply this no-husband as- 
pect of Mrs. Barney’s life affected her 
until she pulled me up off the kitchen 
tile. laid me out on the couch, and spent 
much longer than was absolutely neces- 
sary straightening out my hair and 
clothes. 


Because | had slept off just enough of 


the Mexican liquor to have the capacity 


for dork arousal yet hadn't slept off 


enough to distinguish between the firm, 
vigorous lips of acceptable females and 
the slack, collapsed lips of forty-nine- 
year-old moms. | went along with Mrs. 
Barney’$ next move—a clumsy assault 
of lip’slurpings from the woman who 
eighteen years ago created the goofball 
Barney and who was now luring me 
into the possible creation of another 
one, 

Naturally, 1 was astonished that 


Stiggs Really Liked 
Barney's Roof 


“A person’s roof is the last place 

he expects you to go when you 
visit his house, so | always climb up 
on the roof whenever possible,’ 
Stiggs once said. 


Barney’s mom was now operating at 
this desperate level. “How about a hoo- 
ver?” T suggested, but Mrs. Barney 
wasn't very good at it. In fact, ten min- 
utes into the procedure, the only good 
thoughts I was having were that I had 
my harmonica and that Mrs. Barney 
fortunately wasn't distracted by the ver- 
sion I was blowing of “Orthodontia 
Mold Widow”—a honking improvisa- 
tional burst that seemed to move along 
nicely with the pumping motion of her 
head. 

“Do-doo-do-doot? | began on the low, 
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Six Recently Discovered, Scientitically 


Reliable Methods of Beating the Breathalyzer, 


as Compiled hy Stiggs 


HILE COMPLETELY WASTED ON THE WAY 
home from Barney's apartment, we noticed 
that we were driving over a botanical garden. 
“If we were stopped by the cops now, what 
would we be charged with?” Stiggs asked as a 
kind of brainteaser, “Mashing and snapping 
thousands of valuable plants while operatin 
a motor vehicle,’ I responded, “Wrong,’ S! 
be DWI—Driving While Incredibly fucked up in a garden?” 


METHOD #1 According to this 
guy Stiggs knows in California, you 
can be totally gooned and the 
Breathalyzer will never know it if 
you hide raw SpaghettiOs in your 
mouth just before you blow. 


METHOD #2 


Another thing 
Stiggs figured you could do is, while 
you’re pulling over for the cops, 
wrap wide adhesive tape around 
your head and have a note already 
written out on prescription-pad 
Paper saying you can’t blow into a 
Breathalyzer because you’ve just 
had your entire mouth and jaw re- 
constructed after you were shot 
while saving a policeman’s life dur- 
ing a bank robbery. 


tiggs said. “It woul 


than this?” 


ence in your car. 


METHOD #3 These guys at Ar- 
cadia High say that you can really 
wreck a Breathalyzer with moth- 
balls. All you have to do is secretly 
chew up a bunch of them while 
you’re blowing into the machine. 
These guys say the gauges on the 
machine will start spinning, and the 
cops go nuts. 


METHOD #4 = Stiggs says that if 
you know a real goofball like 
Barney who'll do anything you want 
him to do, get Barney to take the 
wheel when you see the cop lights 
behind you, and then when you pull 
over, Barney will be the one who has 
to take the Breathalyzer, and then it 
doesn’t matter what the machine 
says. 


“But we're not,’ I argued, “I’ve been much more wasted 


“Tell that to the Breathalyzer.’ Stiggs said. “Fuck the 
Breathalyzer” | replied. “Exactly my point,’ Stiggs said, “If 
there were ways to fuck up Breathalyzers, cars would be a lot 
safer for being wasted in.” It wasn't long after Stiggs said this 
that he checked around and compiled this amazing list of 
methods for beating the Breathalyzer—a useful item for refer- 


METHOD #5 Barney says he 
heard that if you stuff about fifty 
match heads into your mouth just 
before blowing, the Breathalyzer 
will automatically think you're 
sober. This is, of course, Barney 
talking, who has nine DWI tickets 
and has been convicted on every 
one of them. 


METHOD #6 This really distig- 
ured vagrant who me and Stiggs 
once met told us that if you drink a 
huge dose of whiskey reali fast, 
right in front of cops, then the 
Breathalyzer test will be in- 
validated, because you could say 
that you hadn’t had anything to 
drink before the whiskey. 


National Lampoon 


Copvriaht © 2007 National Lampoon Inc. 


53 


From the people wh 


ABC MOTION PICTURES 
presents ‘ 


NATIONAL LAMPOON'S® 
CLASS REUNION 
Starring 


GERRIT GRAHAM 
FRED McCARREN 
MIRIAM FLYNN 
STEPHEN FURST 
SHELLEY SMITH 


and 
MICHAEL LERNER 


Special appearance by 


CHUCK BERRY 


ORIGINAL MUSIC BY 


i [ 
OR, ROBERT YOUNG '\> 
Me may Welby more 
than meets the ee. 


WRITTEN BY 


JOHN HUGHES 


PRODUCED BY 


MATTY SIMMON 


DIRECTED BY 


MICHAEL MILLER 


wg73 


= ~ay 
~ a7 


2 Na 


) 
S TAR T S ANNE-MARIE SPANIEL 
‘Once a dog alays 0 dog 
oc i OBER 9 bog 
Borden High’ 
ind bombshelt 


AT SELECTED . 
THEATRES 


NATIONAL LAMPOON IS A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF NATIONAL LAMPOON. INC 


Copvriaht © 2007 National Lampoon Inc. 


orought you “Animal House” 


MILT FRIEDMAN 
ass egghen 
with a shaved head 


EREDITH 
MODESS 


‘She put SPINNAKER 


the pant Cass president 
anty hose nd class bore 


dent made 
herda t and 


do itand do tt g a ! i 
AA vnnruacetay i r | a, S 
4 ) } a 


JANE 
WASHBURN 7 
1G 
14 


\ & ui 
d ( ; 3 Up 
P & Husenr owns Uf 


cout arust— A 
iain the schoo! plague 


Class Trips: 


GARY NASH 
The kind of guy 


youl aap a toi a JEFF BARNES and CINDY SHEARS 
Class make-out champs and still going strong. 


GLASS THAN THIS CG 


Copvriaht © 2007 National Lampoon Inc. 


LA 


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 52) 
blues register. “Been workin’ all 
day. ..do-doo-do-doot... makin’ dem 
teeth, oh yeah...do-doo-do-doot... | 
said T, double E, T, H, teeth...do-doo- 
do-doot,.. Den | come home...and 
neeceeeed me a treat...do-doo-do- 
doot.... Am I talkin’ “bout TV?...no, 
no, no... Am I talkin’ “bout a slice a 
beef?...no, no, no... What am I 
talkin’ “bout then? ..do-doo-do- 


doot... I'm talkin’ ‘bout that low- 
down honking soul man O. C. ...do- 
doo-do-doot.,. Yeah? She finished me 
offon “Yeah? which was kind of perfect 
timing; then me and Stiggs went home. 


Our Case Is Heard 
Through the 
Chirping Mouth 
of Mall Hireling 
Ear! Warnke 


OUR HONOR” EARL BEGAN, 
with total lack of confidence. 
“My client, Mr. Stiggs, is the 
victim of a tragic mistake. 
He was actually unaware 
that the gun he presented to 
Lenora Schwab was actually 
an automatic weapon, and that it had 
not been actually licensed. And if the 
pe eunng attorney had been doing 
his job, he would have established that 
one Howard Sponson, the person who 
actually modified the gun, is the only 
party who actually should be before 
you Seg 
“Mr, Stiggs will be bound over for 
prosecution; trial is set for June twenty- 
first: bail is one thousand dollars; court 
adjourned?” the judge said in one 
breath, not having listened to anything 
Earl said. Now, of course, Stiggs was 
annoyed, since we were already sched- 
uled to be in filthy, Barney-subsidized 
Mexico on the twenty-first, so he 
brought this up to Earl. “PH be in 
Mexico. Get another date?” But then 
Stiggs realized that the judge hated the 
fact that Earl even existed, and decided 
that the only solution was to have him- 
self sworn in to give maximum impact 
to his claim that Earl was a dork and 
should be replaced by Mexican trailer 
lawyers. Here is Stiggs’s official legal 


transcript of what he said: 
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OFFICIAL LEGAL TRANSCRIPT 
OF WHAT STIGGS SAID IN COURT 


STIGGS: There are good mall lawyers and there 
are bad mall lawyers. I have obviously been 
represented by the lowest, tenth-rate, bungling- 
slag variety of bad mal] lawyers, which has 
completely wrecked my chances to get fair jus- 
tice—the kind of justice you get from Mexican 
mall lawyers in trailers. They're scrappy, 
Your Honor—they fight like sharks because 
they grew up in shacks made out of mud blocks 
where they had to fight all the time, just as 
a matter of surviving. “Ernesto, give me that 
Kit-Kat, or I will kill you," they would say 
to each other, even to their own brothers and 
sisters. So you can imagine, Your Honor, how 
good these amazingly ferocious Mexican mall 
lawyers will fight for me, an absolutely inno- 
cent human being. 


JUDGE; Granted. 1'11 postpone the trial for 
two weeks to allow your new attorney time to 
prepare his case. 


STIGGS: I don't know. These are Mexicans 
we're dealing with here—there isn't much 
they can get done in two weeks. You know 

how they are: their cars break down and they 
can't get to work; and then their office desk- 
top copiers break down and they poke at them 
and try to fix them themselves, until the 
machines are completely destroyed and \they 
have to go find someone else to rent them a 
new machine because the guy that rented them 
the first one refuses to fuck with them any- 
more. Have you ever watched Mexicans trying 
to fix an office copier, Your Honor? They 
swarm all over it like buzzards, poking at 
every roller and every sprocket and every 
spring without one of them having any idea 

of what he's doing. But they keep doing it 
anyway until the concept that poking won't 
fix the machine is finally transmitted through 
their fingers into their brains and is con- 
sidered alongside the other Mexican concept 
of going home because the machine is broken. 


JUDGE; Denied. Your trial will be in two 
weeks. 
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Touching the Lives 
of Wino Boh and 
a Pair of Hot Sluts 
from Incredibly 
Broken Homes 


ATER, WHEN WE WERE VISIT- 
ing Wino Bob—a Negro der- 
elict and alcoholic who lives 
in an oleander hedge behind 
a 7-Eleven—I asked him 
what would be the ideal li- 
quor for. a special occasion, 
“What kind of special occasion?” he in- 
quired in the dialect of a wasted bum, 
“The special occasion of Stiggs and me 
both getting Mexican mall lawyers and 
of us finally arranging dates with the 
Sluts de Boxcar’ I said. “boxears” 
meaning a pair of sixes. which is. the 
total number of dads and stepdads that 
Robin Salsbury and Charlotte Pincks 
ney have—six each—a record. 
aturally, this type of family situa- 
tion is only available at Jodsten, the pri- 
vate boarding school in our area 
featuring massive programs of horse- 
back riding, hiking, water sports, polo, 
and a whole bunch of other things that 
rich divorcées with six husbands figure 
their hopelessly fucked-up kids might 
like to do, a thousand miles from home, 
continuously from preschool until 
they're old enough to cash in a trust 
fund or kill themselves, The key expres- 
sion here, of course, is “hopelessly 
fucked up? which is why me and Stiggs 
have always had a special sentiment for 
the females of Jodsten and, in particu- 
lar, for the Sluts de Boxcar whom we 
regard as supreme beings. 

“Cachacha’ Wino Bob advised. “A 
fine. crystal-clear Brazilian drink—a fa- 
vorite of Latins and women alike?” So 
we gave Bob the usual token cash to 
cover his own poison wine needs, and 
later, after he returned from the liquor 
store with our cachacha, we accom- 
panied him to a nest of old blankets be- 
side the oleander hedge and listened to 
one of his slurred chunks of advice for 
youngsters. “You gotta have a good 
woman.” he said, wearily settling into a 
Wino Bob-ass-conforming crater of 
blankets. “That’s what every man’s gotta 
have for himself if he ever expects to 
make it?” 


ster in itat all. 


Me and Stiggs thought instantly of | 
the Sluts de Boxcar and the possible 
helpful effect they would have on us 
making something of our lives. “Believe 
me. | know.’ Bob added. staring dully at 
this green bottle of wine. “That's right” 
I commented. “A good woman would 

rune back these oleanders for you. 
ob, maybe even paw out a little de- 
ression in the dirt beneath those | 
lankets. make your ass a little more 
comfortable?’ Bob wasn’t listening. 
however, because he was preoccupied 
) with twisting off the cap on his wine 


After Selling Another Three Schwab 
Stamps, Stiggs Hired This Famous Guy 
to Do His Formal Portrait 


Since we were forced to leave the original La Chameriquetyville Horror 
food monster on the floor of the restaurant, Stiggs had to make a 
duplicate one for this portrait. So even though this isn’t the actual original 
food monster you see here, Stiggs figured it would be better to have a two- 
thousand-dollar portrait made with a duplicate monster than to have no mon- 


and telling us that he was going to die. 
Later me and Stiggs discussed the ef- 
fect a dead Bob would have on our 
access to liquor, but after a while we 
made an unspoken point of not linger- 
ing too much on the subject—a a 
completely alien to both of us. Besides, 
the Jodsten bus would be coming soon, 
filled to the limit with hot. maladjusted 
slags who, because of the school’s com- 
pletely laughable boning-prevention 
policy, are only allowed into town one 
night a week, and are only supposed to 
check off the bus in pairs—the pair of 
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Robin and Charlotte, of course. being 
the critical one. 

“Brazilian alcohol?” | asked Robin 
about five minutes after she'd gotten off 
the bus and climbed into my car and 
dumped a dozen plastic bottles of pills 
on my seat, “Lobsters!” Stiggs began 
screaming in the backseat, throttling 
Charlotte's neck. She had never met 
Stiggs before and was thus jolted by his 


While Wasted in His 
Bushes, Wino Bob 
Pauses to Demonstrate 
the Curvy Body of the 
Perfect Woman 

Wino Bob always drew this sort 
of wild, spasming outline of a 
woman in midair whenever he 


would talk about how important itis 
to have a good woman. 


amazingly fierce threat that he wouldn't 
give her the pork unless she and Robin 
ought us full-course French lobster 
dinners, with spare lobsters for after sex. 
So we drank the cachacha and ate 
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i) 
a Chamerique- 


the pills and went to L 
ich lobsters and 


premiere home of Fr 
elegant, totally quiet dining. “Put every- 
thing on twelve separate checks?’ Stiges 
informed the headwaiter. “These girls 
have a total of twelve dads, so we figure 
the ridiculous expenses of their lobster- 
crazed daughters should be spread out 
to.all of them. This means that we'll de- 
mand that their real dads pay us back 
for check number one and check num- 
ber wo, which should only be for the 


main parts of our meal, like, for ex- 
ample, the lobsters. Then the other ten 
dads will get the rest of the checks, 
which should be divided up like this— 
dad three: bottles of wine: dad four: 
bowls of salad; dad five: bowls of soup; | 


| dad six: mounds of appetizers: dad 


seven: bottles of champagne; dad eight: 
bottles of liqueurs: dad nine: bottles of 
cognac: dad ten: mounds of dessert; 
dad eleven: mounds of desserts on fire; 
and, dad twelve: the tip. 

“Since these girls are slags and from 
Jodsten” Stiggs continued, “they’re nat- 
urally filled to the eyeballs with pills and 
Brazilian liquor. sot figure you should 
force them to put up an advance secu- 
rity deposit of about five hundred dol- 
lars for this meal, which you could use 
to cover the actual total of the checks 
rather than try to collect the money 
after we're through eating, since these 
slags will be snoring by then and maybe 
even be dead?” 

Me and Stiggs ate a record nine lob- | 
sters, although we ordered twenty alto- 
gether so we'd be sure to have enough 
pincers and eye stalks to cannibalize for 
the La Chameriquetyville Horror—a 
terrifying, three-foot-long monster we 
Sotto like to make from soufflés, 
obsters, and lettuce in restaurants 
where people will want to kill us for 
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doing it. The La Chameriquetyville 
Horror was one of our best monsters. 


designed like a giant queen termite, but | 


with the added aspect of two hundred 
dorsal fins and crab fork antennae that 
could be moved to make a tongue of 
lettuce slide in and out of the mouth. 

“You'll have to leave?’ the maitre d’ 
said, just after Stiggs had bravely 
stopped the monster from attacking the 
next table, “Remove that pile of food 
from the floor and get out.” 

Me and Stiggs were stunned; the 
Sluts de Boxcar weren't, however, be- 


cause they were snore Stiggs hauled | 
f 


himself up from his dramatic food- 
monster combat position on the floor 
while 1 collected our twelve different 
checks and what was left over from the 


The Sluts from 
Jodsten Help Us 
Watch the Car We 

Were Driving In 

a Few Minutes Earlier 


Since we didn't have a car now, 

we were forced to continue on 
foot to the neighborhood full of 
swimming pools we wanted to try 
out. “What about the car?” Robin 
slurred, “It doesn’t matter’ Stiggs 
responded. “Your incredibly rich 
dads will buy us a new one.” 


$500 advance payment—$172—which 
we used immediately afterward to buy 
thirty fan belts to throw out the car 
windows. 

“Who wants to go swimming?” 
Stiggs asked as we were later driving 
through this incredibly fashionable 

lace called Clearwater Estates at 
a miles an hour to wake up the 
Ils, 

“Where are we?” Charlotte mum- 
bled woozily. 

“Tl check? I said, hammering the 
brakes and spinning the rear of the car 
comple around before we slid to a. 
stop on a bunch of gravel at the edge of 
a twenty-foot-deep culvert. “On the 
edge of a giant ditch’ | answered. 

After everyone stumbled out of the 
car, and after the car rolled down to the 
bottom of the culvert, Stiggs repeated 
his question about swimming; so we 
walked for what seemed about a mile 
through these huge, estate-sized lawns 
until we found what looked like a rea- 
sonable pool. 

“Is it heated?” Stiggs asked as | 
peered over the back fence. 

“Yeah.” 

“Gas or electric?” 


“Tcarttell” 

“I won't swim in a gas-heated pool?” 
Stiggs announced, 

“It’s electric” I said, as a tactical ploy 
to speed along the evening: and then we 
climbed over the fence. took off our 
clothes, and jumped in the pool. 

“It’s gas!” Stiggs screamed. “The 
water’s moving in all these different 
layers and each one’s a different temper- 
ature—the ugly mark of gas heating? 

Using the full powers available from 
her completely drug-twisted head. 
Charlotte moved close to Stiggs and 


floated there with her breasts half out of 


the water and her hair glued in thin, wet 
bands to her face, and said. “Do you, 
like, know the people who live here?” 
“Didn't your seventy-five dads teach 
ou anything?” Stiggs replied. “Nobody 
brings naked, doped-up females to a 
friend’s pool. What would the friend 


think? Its always better in this type of 


When We Were Thinking 
About Replacing Our Car Later On, 
Barney Told Us About This Vette 
for Sale for S100 


“The reason it’s so cheap;’ Barney said, “is because this guy was in it 
with his girl friend on the desert when the car caught fire and burned 
them both to death. When the car was found, the stench was so bad they had 
to replace all the upholstery and blast the whole inside with torches and 


hexachlorophene.”” 


“So why is the car only a hundred dollars?” | asked, going along with 


Barney's story. 


“Because the smell is still there, since it got all the way into the steel and 
fiberglass, so you have to drive with the windows open. But it’s still a Vette, 


man, and it runs perfect.” 
“Bullshit; Stiggs said to Barney. 


situation to dump yourself on a com- 
plete stranger” 

Because | was at that moment being 
massaged by Robin while talking to the 
American embassy in Thailand on the 
patio phone, I failed to notice a slight 
rustling of the curtains inside the patio 
door. “Would you please repeat your 
request?” the vice-consul said over the 

hone. “You say your name is Randall 

chwab and that you want to dictate a 
Johnny Fuckerfaster joke, so I can 
copyright it for you in Thailand?” 

“Tm a white witch? Robin whispered 
in my ear, “When I get home after sum- 
mer school. I'm going to start a coven in 
our guest house? 

“But what if the stranger doesn't 
want us in his pool?” Charlotte hypoth- 
esized to Stiggs. 

“All of you, stay right where you are.” 
an ugly, fifty-year-old dirtbag dentist 
commanded from the back door to his 
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house, “I’m calling the police; and in 
case you're thinking of going anywhere, 


” 


I have your clothes” The guy wasn’t 
lying—he’d actually skulked onto his 
patio and snatched our clothes. 

“Fuck you,’ Stiggs responded as we 
all jumped naked over the guy’s fence. 

Owing to the estate-sized distances 
between homes in this area, it was sev- 
eral minutes before we found another 
fence to hop over and hide behind. 
“Hello, kids,” came a gravelly voice 
from across the yard we were in. “I’ve 
fot a gallon of dark Caribbean rum 

ere, Want some?” Me and Stiggs were 
pretty much surprised when we turned 
around to discover a fully nude busi- 
nessman across the lawn, laid out on a 
chaise lounge between two roaring, 
Polynesian patio torches, holding a 8 
lon bottle of brown rum, and listenin, 
to Apocalypse Now helicopter-attac 
music on a powerful stereo, 

“My name is Pat Colletti, and the 
name of the gu oe hiding from is 
Leland Croft, S. He's a complete 
asshole. I’m a hard-drinking, naked 
businessman. Who are you?” 

The Sluts de Boxcar were, for some 
eccentric reason, alarmed by this man 
and hid behind a pool cabana, while on 
the other hand, me and Stiggs were in- 
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The Remarkable 
Pat Colletti 
in His Totally 
Self-contained Patio 
Command Center— 
the Ideal Adult 


“I want to be just like Colletti 

when I grow up, except fatter 
and with more patio torches,’ 
Stiggs commented. 


stantly comfortable and helped our- 
selves to foam-insulated, patio-grade 
tumblers of brown rum. 

“This is a Fit nice place you got 
here, Mr. Colletti?’ Stiggs noted. “What 
kind of business are you in that allows 
you to be this fucked up?” 

“He means we definitely respect your 
style of adulthood? I added for clari- 
fication, not knowing that Colletti was 


etti responded with a laughing smile. 
“Fat. hulking hogs like Leland Croft’s 
wife with lots of cash to blow on them- 
selves. Speaking of hogs, your girl 
friends behind the cabana might want 
to grab a couple of robes off those 
hooks and join us for sandwiches?” 

Colletti reached into an ice chest be- 
side his lounge, removed a pile of five- 
deck club sandwiches, and passed them 
out to me and Stiggs and the girls as 
they arrived on the patio in white satin 
beach kimonos with “PC” mon- 
ogrammed on the chest and luminous 
gold dragons for pockets. “We have to 
get back to the bus,” Charlotte 
announced. 

“They're on a schedule?” | explained 
to our host. “The Jodsten boning-pre- 
vention schedule, which, oddly enough, 
seems to be working” 

“Impossible.” Stiggs said. “If we 
allow one antiboning system to work, it 
will only encourage the use of other 
antiboning systems. Mr, Colletti, if the 
girls and us can use your cabana for 
about half an hour, we'll be able to pre- 
vent all these antiboning systems from 
getting started and really wrecking 
things for me and O.C” 

But Colletti had fallen asleep, and 
the Sluts de Boxcar were getting close to 
hysteria about meeting the-bus, so we 
started up a pair of three-wheeled, all- 
terrain cycles parked beside the house, 
borrowed two more satin beach ki- 
monos for ourselves, and took off. The 
best part about riding these things. aside 
from the insane looks of them, and our 
being dressed in satin kimonos, was that 
they were ideal for gouging deep 
trenches through Dr. Leland Croft's or- 
nately designed, quadruple-colored 
gravel lawn. “Theres no burro!” Stiggs 
mentioned to Charlotte angrily. “Only a 
supreme scumhead dentist fike Croft 
doesn’t put a plaster burro on this type 
of lawn: 

There was a painted wooden cart 
with a cactus in it, however, which ex- 
ploded reasonably well as it landed in 
the middle of the street. This pretty 
much completed our evening, except 
for the final visual reward of the Sluts 
de Boxcar in a parking lot, waiting for 
their bus in satin dragon robes and 
looking generally worse than if they’d 
been boned by us and by perhaps even 
atrailerful of Mexican mill sey ee. 


in fact thoroughly proud of earning |S 


millions of dollars drunk. 
“I make clothes for fat women,’ Col- 


Stiggs was reading that Winston 
Churchill painted a mouse on the 
corner of a Rubens painting in his 
house, which Stiggs really admired 
since it coincided with our policy 
that most paintings in art museums 
can use a plaster burro on them for 
extra balance and visuality. A few 
drops of an advanced type of mir- 
acle glue and a good design sense 
are all youneed. 


burros make great alternate head- 
stones for the graves of Revolution- 
ary War heroes. After getting rid of 
the original stone, it’s advisable to 
set the burro’s feet in post holes full 
of concrete, so the burro will be 
mounted real solidly and thus pre- 
vent vandalism. 


Ilustrations: Susan Faiola 


Some Uses for Mexican Plaster Burro 
Ornaments That for Some Reason Are 
Still in Your Car the Morning After You 


Capture Them from People’s Lawns 


if you need a top-quality traffic-con- 
trol device, smashed-up burros and 
carts are ideal as speed bumps, es- 
pecially in driveways where speed- 
ing homeowners must be dis- 
couraged. 


Burros are really great for putting 
into incubators in hospitals as nov- 
elty babies to add variety and fun to 
these places. This is an excep- 
tionally good use of burros if you 
can actually substitute the burro 
for someone’s baby, but the wrin- 
kled, purple-wad condition of kids 
in incubators makes this an 
amazingly nauseating type of 
operation. 


are usually attached to plaster lawn 
burros are really good for hooking 
up to dolphins and highly loved 
whales at marinelands, especially 
nine or ten carts at one time. The 
trainers and the public are gener- 
ally pretty surprised to find out 
what weaklings some of these fish 
really are. 


A seeing-eye burro is convenient to 
have when you need an excuse for 
parking in handicapped-parking 
spaces. It’s real important to have a 
stiff leash; otherwise you'll have to 
drag the burro, which of course 
ruins the whole concept that the 
burro is guiding you. 


| 
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The Train from 
Nogales to Mazatlan 
Was Greaf— 

It Was Crawling 
with Mexicans 


LAST-OFF FOR MEXICO 

with Barney was a hectic 

one, given the enormous 

surge of last-minute nui- 

sances and obligations. First 

off, there was the matter of 

Schwab. It suddenly oc- 

curred to us that me and Stiggs and 

Barney had never been out of town at 

the same time. which always meant that 

at least one of us was on duty to keep up 

the continual vigil of persecution 

against the Schwabs and all that they 

stand for. “The solution I reasoned, 

“involves some sort of robotic or re- 

mote-control torment that can be putin 

motion before we leave. and be trusted 
to stay active for about two weeks” 

“The softball shirts” Stiggs blurted 

suddenly relieved because we'd never 

been able to figure out a use for the 

RANDALL SCHWAB—YOUR INDEPEN- 

ENCY T-shirts 


Ernesto, dame 
ese Kit-Kat 0 te mato. - 
(Give me that Kit-Kat, Ernesto, 
or | will kill you.) 


el paseo del tren o los mato. 

(Stop fighting and enjoy the 
train ride, children, or 

| will kill you.) 
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Nifios, dejen de pelear y gocense 


| too if | had to use this awful soap. t 


we'd taken about a year ago from the 
Schwab agency softball team. “We'll 
give the shirts to Wino Bob. and he'll 
give them to his Negro derelict friends, 
and then they'll wear them all over 
town until the shirts rot on their backs, 
which should be in about two weeks?” 
So we delivered the shirts to Bob and 
then had to handle the second major 
obstacle of watching Barney pack. 
Barney’s entire life is serviced’ from a 
cosmos of small plastic bags. filled with 
broken bits of cookies, pastries, candy, 
and anything else made completely of 
sugar. These bags are everywhere in the 
Barney apartment, and so the job of 


This Is the Ferrocarril 
del Pacifico 
(Iron Car of the 
Pacific) Train, 
Which We Took to 
Mazatlin Surrounded 
hy Mexicans 
and Homos 


This is what we had to put up 
with all of the time, except real 
late at night, when we could drown 
out most everything with our tape 
of the sound track from The Exor- 
cist, which sounds great in the dark 
in an all-metal train can 
Pe NN mAs 
This Mexican soap is making 
my hands peel, Garth. | told 
you to bring the Ivory. 


Iver. Come look at the 
colorful villagers chasing 
after the train with 
their craft goods. 


i) Yo? 2° 


They're so filthy. 
No wonder; I'd be filthy 


“ez 


collecting them all and loading them 
into a Barney-quality, black cardboard 
suitcase is as Ume-consuming as it is 
horrible. 

“Don't you wish you didn’t have that 
wad of iron in your head?” Stiggs said, 
annoyed. “Then you might have the 
brains to organize all of your sugar sup- 
ply in some kind of cential location, fies 
possibly a tackle box, Imagine how so- 
phisticated it would be, having that en- 
tire fucking snack selection of yours 
right at your fingertips.” Barney wasn’t 
hag 3 however, being completely en- 
slaved by his present system: and, be- 
sides, as Stiggs pointed out, if it weren't 
for the shrapnel in Barney's brain, we 
wouldn't be going to Mexico. “Good 

int” I said. “It’s a fucking great point?” 

tiges replied, pushing one of Barney’s 
twenty-dollar bills into his pocket and 
lighting another one on fire. 

The train from Nogales to Mazatlan 
was great, mainly because we had a 
completely sealed. Mexican-baby- 
odor-proof, solid-steel Pullman sleep- 
ing compartment—a virtually inde- 
structible train paradise, ideal for 
drinking in and throwing yourselves 
against the walls of. It was across from 
this compartment. while the door was 
open, that we noticed Iver Willingsby 
and Mr, Garth Sloane. Iver being an 
English foreign-exchange student at 
our high school and Sloane being Iver's 
drama teacher, and both of them being 
pouncing homosexuals wallowing 
together in homo vacation glee in a 
roomette across the aisle. 

Barney was appointed to mae ps te, 
since Barney had already called them 
each faggots to their faces during the 
school year. even though their actual 
homo love bond wasn't directly verified 
until now. “Hello, Mr. Sloane!” Barney 
said really viciously in their doorway as 
we lurked out of view. “Hello, Iver. 
Where are your wives?” 

“Well... hello... Barney. is it?” Sloane 
ponded with wriggling anxiety. 

“To answer your question,’ the ooz- 
ing British homo teen interrupted, 
“neither of us is married: are we, 
Garth?” 

Fortunately. 
was on “record” 


settle pee 
Ss Iver’s defiant homo 


| pride began to drive huge railroad 


spikes into Sloane's future as a teacher 
ina public school. 

“On your way to Mazatlan, are 
you?” Sloane asked: but. as a result of 
our heavy prompting in the back- 
ground, Barney wasn't thrown off the 
track by this type of distracting 
question. 

“Which one of.you is the girl?” 
Barney asked. “I mean, like. do you 
have a division of responsibilities. like 
which one of you does the income 
taxes? Those forms are too complicated 
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One Night We Took 
Barney to This 
Incredible 
Beaner Carnival 


While we were on the cough 

syrup and mescal it was. espe- 
cially amusing when we put Barney 
on “El Radar” —this ride that spins 
so fast it makes even Mexicans 
sick. The voice balloon we put on 
the photograph is exactly what 
Barney screamed, just before fall- 
ing out of the ride and onto a meat 
vendor. 


for girls, that’s for sure. Iver? Come on 
now, don’t you just hate those things?” 
By now the teen homo was a seething, 
indignant dirtbag of fake geal 
“We are in love, and that, I believe, is 
quite sufficient a description, Do you 
agree, Garth?” 

“Say ‘yes? Mr. Sloane, or he'll fucking 
dump you,’ Stiggs squeaked in a phony 
outer-space voice from behind the wall. 
Obviously, Stiggs’s analysis was right, 
because Mr. Sfoane began fumbling 
around nervously with his gold brace- 
let, twisting it and jerking it up and 
down his wrist, before he finally took a 
one-hundred-foot homo cliff dive into 
the lagoon of stupid judgment. grabbed 
Iver’s hand, and told Iver that he loved 
him a whole lot. “Barney does too.” 
Stiggs yelled suddenly, Pasties Barney 
into the roomette full of fags and slam- 
ming the door. Barney spent five min- 
utes in homophobic, door-beating 


Help! Stop this fucking 


monster! There's a giant 
drunk Mexican peasant 
bouncing on top of me! He's 
crazy and sick! | hate this 
goddamn country! Get me off 
this thing! What kind of an 
insane culture has a ride 
called “El Radar,” anyway? 
Get this peasant blob 
off of me! 


horror before we finally let him out. 
They didn’t touch him, however, but it 
was still great. 


Hanging On To Barney 
and the Twenty-five 
Grand While Crippled 
Horribly by 
Mexican Cough Syrup 


AZATLAN IS REALLY 
hideous in the summer. 
but we didn’t mind 
because we had fifty- 
five four-ounce bottles 
of Mexican cough 
syrup—a delicacy of the 
opium family, yet amazingly revolting 
to all persons who aren't wasted on it. 
The value of the stuff, aside from the 
satisfaction of buying it for a dollar a 
bottle from urchins in pharmacies 
who'll sell you their entire supply like it’s 
normal to buy fifty-five bottles of cough 
syrup, is that the codeine deadens your 
body just right for passing out on the 
cracked cement foundation of an aban- 
doned building, without any pain— 
which we did. 

“Pescado?”’ a grossly chubby, T- 
shirted Mexican asked us the following 


jin an abandoned building full of 


morning, at sunup, as fierce light began 
to bore through holes in the wrecked 
walls. 

“We don't want any of your god- 
damn gray ugly fish. Can't you see we're 
sleeping?” Stiggs snapped at the man. 
But it was too late. We were totally 
awakened, and stung by the full. 
ludicrous impact of having $25,000 in 
Barney’s cash on us and not even being 
ina hotel. 

“Correction.” Stiggs said. “We don't 
have the twenty-five thousand because 
we don’t have the Barney.’ A complete 
scouring of the ruined building and sur- 
rounding neighborhood of delirious 
dogs and fences with broken bottles 
glued to them for security yielded a 
complete zero, Barney was gone. We 
were 100 percent destitute, except, of 
course, for the remaining inventory of 
thick, nauseating cough sr “What 
about that twenty you pilfered at 
Barney's apartment?” | asked. Fortu- 
nately, it was still in Stiggs’s pocket. and 
got us through an entire day of mescal 
drinking at the Playa Hermosa Hotel. 
the place where we'd planned to stay 
before being distracted by the siren 
song of the syrup, calling to us. “Sleep 


rubble—it’s neat?” 

By early evening, Stiggs had attached 
himself to a girl he'd seen’on the train— 
an Olivia Newton-John-style recep- 
tionist from Minnesota called Manay, 
who beat her forefingers on the table 
like drumsticks in bursts of hyperactive 
glee and scrinched up her nose and 
squeaked, “This place is really diff” rent. 
Too weird.” This, however, was not 
nearly as weird as the event that fol- 
lowed—the bizarre appearance of 
Barney in the hotel lobby with his arm 
around a pie-faced Mexican girl, fol- 
lowed by her three older brothers. As 
the entire group of them settled in at 
our table, Barney allowed that he'd met 
Fabiola, Rudolfo, and Jaime while wan- 
dering in a stupor along the beach road 
at about two in the morning, and that 
they'd taken him “cruising for action” 
after Barney offered them several thou- 
sand dollars in cash for a beer. 

“Barney is in love with our sister” 
Fabiola announced with a great greasy 
grin, “Look what he has bought for 
me.’ the girl said enthusiastically, 
clutching a battery-powered Lucite 
disco amulet that contained the neces- 
sary number of light-emitting diodes to 
flash the girl’s name—Inmé—in orange 
letters, “Isn't it bonita?” 

“T's really diffrent!” Mandy 
responded. “Too bonita!” 

“How does it feel having more elec- 
tronic technology around your neck 
than Mandy has in her entire brain?” 
Stiggs slurred to Inmé, slumping rudely 
close to her as a result of the mescal and 
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This Is What the Floor of the VW We Rented 
Looked Like After About a Day 


1—Mexican Beer; 2—Mexican Beer; 3—Mexican Beer; 4—Mexican 

Beer; 5—Mexican Beer; 6—Mexican Beer; 7—Mexican Beer; 8—Mexi- 
can Beer; 9—Mexican Beer; 10—Mexican Beer; 11—mescal; 12—mescal; 
13—mescal; 14—mescal; 15—mescal; 16, 17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 23, 24, 25, 
26, 27—amazingly stale and sugar-filled Mexican garbage food, including 
Penguinos, the number-one chocolate-cream-and-peach-jelly-filled snack gar- 
bage in the world; 28 —suntan stuff, which Stiggs put in his hair one night for 
a formal Mexican look; 29—my sunglasses, which were naturally crushed 
during sharp, high-speed turns; 30—cough medicine; 31—cough medicine; 
32—cough medicine; 33 —cough medicine; 34—cough medicine; 35—cough 
medicine; 36 —cough medicine; 37—cough medicine; 38—cough medicine; 
39—cough medicine; 40 to 44—candy bars that Stiggs would eat half of, 
| which was the time it took for them to melt all over his shirt, which was the 
| main reason he ate them; 45—Barney’s visa (we weren’t very careful with 
| Barney’s travel documents, which sometimes bothered him); 46—my sandal 

(Stiggs gave the other one to Mandy, saying that he stole it from the grave of 
Father Kino just for her); 47 to 52—completely hard Mexican bakery rolls, 
the only standardized thing in the entire country, including even electricity. 
| The best part about all of this was the noise this stuff made on rough roads, a 
sound that Stiggs called the “jing-a-jong-jangle of life in the land of festivals 
and animal heads in the market.” 
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recent overload of cough syrup. 
“Mandy.” he continued, turning his 
is Inmé, and her special guy. 
Barney, Why don't you see if you can 
make your name light up on your head 
so everyone will know who you are” 
Stiggs held his hands up to his forehead 
and fanned his fingers several times as if 
| they were light rays. “Mandy—bleep— 
| Mandy—bleep-bleep*’ Stiggs rotated his 
head again. “Inmé, what other special 
presents has Barney gotten for you?” 

| “Oh. we have to show Barney’s 
| friends the beautiful Plymouth? Inmé 
said to her brothers. The brothers 
instantly bolted off to get the Barney- 
financed 1978 Plymouth Duster for a 
viewing in front of the hotel. while 
Barney produced all of his remaining 
cash and swaggered over to the bar for 
liquor, “My brothers are so happy that 
Barney has given me a cary 


© Inmé said. 
“They can hardly wait until | am old 
enough to learn how to drive it?” 

Stiggs was fading fast. “What's that 
black stuff you're drinking?” he said. in| 
the general direction of Mandy. “It 
might be evil. Inmé. is black stuff evil in 
this fucking country? Here. examine 
this real closely so you can maybe save 
Mandy’ life. Mandy—bleep—Mandy— 
bleep...’ Stiggs pushed his alcohol-and- 
drug-leadened hand across the table 
and dragged Mandy’; black drink to 
Inmé. “Hurry. this is no game.” Stiggs 
cautioned, as he accidentally knocked 
the drink onto the entire bottom half of 
Inmés gauzy white dress. 

Despite the horrible condition of 
both me and Stiggs at this time, an odd 
bulge that was now revealed beneath 
the tightly clinging. drink-soaked mate- 
rial around Inme’s groin did not escape 
us, particularly Stiggs, who was closest 
to the area and naturally best qualified 
to make a judgment. “Hey, Barney!” 
Stiggs yelled across the bar.“ Your slags 
gota unit. Shes a guy, Barney! Look at 
her unit. It bigger than vours, Barney 

Inmé ran out of the hotel and 
disappeared. 

“P hose three brothers and their little 
brother, Inmé, hustled you for seven 
grand” | tried to explain to Barney. but 
all he did was begin nibbling on a small 
plastic bag of cookies and called us 
jars. “You talk to him? Stiggs said to 
Mandy, exasperated. “Tell Barney his 
girl was a guy.” But Mandy was already 
tied up with the waiter: “Gee, this bar's 
just like Geezer’s—Mr. Geezer’s—that's 
the best bar in Saint Paul. Do you have 
a lobster night? Wednesday’s lobster 
night at Geezer’s, I love it. It’s really 
diffrent?” 
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Break tradition. 


Drink a Ronrico Rumkin instead. 


Rofo) aul mlel lo /cl=\pMeMeraelorerele iliac) 
as any to try something just a little bit 
Celhic-McclaLeaolantcLintiave MIL <-KeMlINZ=1hV 
luscious Ronrico Rumkin. 

After all, Ronrico is the spirit of 
Halloween. It's light 


and smooth, with a 
distinctive flavor RONRICO 
“that more than RUMKIN 
holds its own. -» 
Just stir it up F 
with orange juice 
and a splash of 
feleciareral into 
You'll find your 
only regret will be 
that Halloween 
comes but once a 
Ni-tel 


J oz. of Ronrico Rum 

Orange juice 

Dash of grenadine 

Pour Ronrico Rum into a highball 
glass with ice cubes, Fill)glass with 
orange juice, Add a splash of 
grenodine. Stir lightly. 


Herman Schleufer 
Being Totally 
Uncooperative, We 
Were Forced into 
the Executive Club 
Steak House 
for Assistance 


AZATLAN WAS GENER- 
ally great, but our up- 
coming trial and 
Barney's massively bad 
frame of mind inspired 
us to leave after two 
weeks, instead of 
staying the full twenty-five to fifty years 
we discussed at various moments of sa 
isfaction with the quality of Mexican 
life—its main quality, of course, ets 
complete routine of doing nothing. “We 
want to open a clinic for hopeless, 
worthless junkies,” we told the Mexican 
mall lawyers on our first. day back 
home. “Do you think this will help our 
case?” 
“Sure, that’s a real good idea.” Rey- 
noldo, the English-speaking one, said. 
“Fine, may we borrow your 
f 


hone?... Hey, Michelle, this is 
tiggs~Mark Stiggs—I porked you with 
Barney and took your couch, 
remember?” 

“I’ve got it, Dad? Michelle cut in 
me on the other end of the line. 

“ pl Stiggs continued, “tell 
your dad that we've got Mexican law- 
yers here who've given us the green light 
io install a monster clinic for junkies in 
your neighborhood. We need to know 
the names of your next-door neighbors 
and how much they'd charge to rent 
their houses to us?’ Michelle stammered 
for a minute, and was then replaced by 
the dirtbag Herman Schleuter, in his 
usual dirtbagian frame of mind. 

“Hi, coach? Stiggs led off. 

“Listen, you bastard punks.” Schleu- 
ter hissed. “I pile you're proud of 
yourselves and all the trouble you've 
caused. Now, for your information, I'm 
leaving this city—tomorrow. There's no 
life for me here anymore, so you can 
damn well waste your demented crimi- 
nal energies on someone else” 

“Oh, no, coach? Stiggs exclaimed, as 
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if he were actually disappointed. “We 
can't beat our federal machine-gun ra 
without the drug clinic. and we can't 
start a drug clinic without having a 
good therapy program of junkies 
prone around in your yard at all 
hours of the night. Come on, coach. Me 
and O. C. are practically down on our 
knees.” Stiggs was sniveling like a 
bruised Schwab now; it was almost im- 
possible to understand him. Even with 
the added impact of my real sad har- 
monica scream of “Baby, Please Don't 
Go” in the background, Schleuter was 
unmoved. He said he would see us in 
court, and hung up. 

“Mr. Colletti!” Stiggs blurted, as if a 
blood clot full of enthusiasm had just 
hemorrhaged in his brain. “He's the 


lonely executives, executives with red 
pants, hypoglycemic executives, jolly 
executives, executives with intestinal 
blockages, executives looking for other 
executives, double-jointed executives, 
itching executives, and executives pork- 
ing cocktail waitresses named Janine in 
the walk-in cooler, which is what Pat 
Colletti was doing. 

After Colletti’s emerging from the 
kitchen, and buying us huge, chief- 
operating-executive-size steaks, and de- 
scribing the walk-in cooler episode with 
Janine to us in complete, steam-filled 
detail, we were really pleased when he 
responded to our questions about set- 
ting up a drug clinic with the greatest 
answer imaginable: “Put the fucker 
next to Leland Croft’s house. I'll take 


The Amazing Pat Colletti 
Really Made the Experience of Rooting 
a Cocktail Waitress 
in a Walk-in Cooler Come Alive for Us 
“Are those cocktail-waitress fingernail marks?” | asked Colletti as he 
showed us these scratches on his chest. “No, those are on my back;’ Col- 


letti answered. “This is where a case of cocktail shrimp fell on me. | told her to 
slow down a little, but, you know cocktail waitresses, they seem to have a 


mind of their own.” 


ideal guy to ask for advice, and plus he 
probably wants his fifteen-hundred- 
dollar all-terrain cycles back?” So, after 
seven or eight more calls on the Law 
Cucaracha phone, we tracked Colletti 
to the Executive Club Steak House, 
pinnacle of executive dining and can- 
cer-throated alcohol abuse on earth, a 
virtual hive of executives—standing ex- 
ecutives, burping executives, mere- 
tricious executives, executives with 
salad dressing all over their faces, pon- 
dering executives, cruel executives, 


care of it for you, no problem? 

Me and Stiggs were exploding with 
happiness. “I own the property next to 
Croft's? Colletti continued. “The house 
is about to fall down, so I'm gonna level 
the place in six months and build some- 
thing else. I'll let you have it for a thou- 
sand a month, in advance—six grand. 
Have you got a lawyer?” 

“Seven of them?” Stiggs 
“Mexican mall lawyers. Th 
sharks” 

“Fuck it, my guys will handle it. 


replied. 
ey’re like 
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You'll need to incorporate as a non- 
profit foundation. What do you want to 
call it?” 

“Penis House.’ [ said immediately. 
“We've gone over this name business ex- 
tensively, and Penis House seems to be 
the only one that meets our criteria for 
recognizability and total misanthropy?” 
Because Mr, Colletti really liked the 
name, we knew absolutely for sure that 
he was a great human. and therefore re- 
sec This idea that we use Penis 

ouse on all the legal documents and 
invent another name for the public and 
for the federal judge. 

“How about Love House?” Stiggs 
suggested. while examining the labels 
on one hundred wrapped straws he'd 
stolen for no reason, “Do you think the 
Love Straw Company will give a fuck if 
we steal their name?” What a great 
name. Love House. 


The Zero Usefulness: 
of Barney and Lenora 
Schwab Tang When We 
Really Needed Them 


HE TASK OF GETTING THE 

$6.000 rent money from 

Barney was much more dif- 

ficult than we thought it 

would be. because Barney 

had suddenly. and with sur- 

prisingly —un-Barney-like 

stealth. slipped out of the country to 
find ‘the Mexican girl he refused to be~ 
lieve was a guy. “Your son is no longer 
our dog” Stiggs said to Mrs, Barney on 
the phone. “All these years we've let 
Barney take the rap for our traffic tick 
ets. and let him go into grocery stores 
for us and load up his jacket with gour- 
met lobs and let him rip off nitrous 
oxide from that pet clinic he used to 
work at. and now when we need him 
most. Mrs. Barney. the dirty mongrel 
bolts?” 
“I know what to do? Stiggs men- 
tioned after hanging up. We drove to a 
ecling. wood-frame house on the 
teak edge of Negro Town, then walked 
down an outside stairwell to a basement 
and pounded on the door. FRANK 
TANG MUSHROOM COMPANY was 
printed across it in gold adhesive letters: 
something that sounded like Burt Bach- 
arach harp music leaked out a chicken- 


Down in deep cellar grow the best mushroom 
called Frank Tang. 

Mushroom |ike very cold very wet very dark. 
Frank Tang and Frank Tang wife sleep with mush- 
room. Frank Tang and Frank Tang wife live in 
Moisty air to make very best mushroom to sound 
of Harp Bacharacket by Frank Tang wife. 

People ask, How good mushrooms Frank 
Tang? Most people say very good like lobster 
mignon. Why so good? Not just because of cold 
moisty dark and Bacharacket by Frank Tang wife. 
Big secret is special Frank Tang and Frank Tang 
wile nutrient! Best good mushroom need lots best 
ee nutrient. Not cow nutrient, not big, not dog. 

og, cow, pig give bad nutrient, Make bad mush- 
room, Frank Tang and Frank Tang wife nutrient 
make best kind fast growing. 


DOUBLE WASH 
All Frank Tang mushroom double wash so not 
smell, Some mushroom smell very badness like 
sock corpses before laundry, not Frank Tang 
mushroom because Frank Tang wife wash every 
best good mushroom two time with no machine. 
By hand; best-fashioned way! 


EAT THE ALL 
Frank Tang and Frank Tang wife have tough 
time not eat the all! With best 1d mushroom 
grow right outside Frank Tang and Frank Tang wile 
bedroom Frank Tang have to order strict no mid- 
night snack to Frank Tang wife! 


VITAMIN GLOW 

Frank Tang best good mushroom glow at night 
because of good vitamin quantity. Health-food 
person who have eaten Frank Tang best good 
mushroom all say, "Hey, Frank, these crunchy with 
vitamin!" Vitamin very good, very strong in Frank 
Tang mushroom, so mushroom good for sick per- 
son, athlete person, scuba driving, jog, and fight- 
ing. Many disease run off when sick person eat 
Frank Tang mushroom. 


PEOPLE NO DIE 

Some people say big mushroom with spot 
make you die. No true of Frank Tang best good 
mushroom, big spot green and red color not poi- 
soning not make big nightmare alive in daytime 
like some mushroom. One man think a train eat 
him after he eat mushroom. This not Frank Tang 
best good mushroom, this other bad mushroom 
sold by enemy Frank Tang. 


FRANK TANG 
SELL BEST GOOD 


All type, big varieties, large and small kind, 
all grow by soothing harp playing 


CONSTANT GOODNESS 
Frank Tang wife eaten over 7,000 Frank Tang 
best good mushroom and never have vomit or 
nightmare or complaint. 


ASK RESTAURANT 
If you are in restaurant, be sure to ask, “Only 
Frank Tang mushroom for me and Mrs., please. 
Others na good." tno Frank Tang mushroom, say, 
“Get Frank Tang best good mushroom quick or go 
out of my business.” 


SPECIAL BARGAIN 

If you are opening mushroom fast takeout, call 
Frank png supply you best good mushroom at 
discount, Many Americans turning to mushroom 
as they are a best cheap food, and would ene the 
idea of takeout mushroom, especially Frank Tang 
best good mushroom! Get a heading start on this 
idea before you are out-jumped by savvy busi- 
nessmen, 


PERFECT PRESENTS 
When a person unwrap a big variety Frank Tang 
best good mushroom on a birth anniversary they 
are joyed up completely. Buy lots of them and give 
them as present on most occasions, you will be 
amazed truly enough! 


PHONE FRANK TANG HOUSE! 
FRANK TANG WIFE BICYCLE-DELIVER 


555-4070 


"PRANK TANG ' 

4 BEST GOOD Dept. Ony 

] ~ 45 Rock Street 

i MUSHROOM Downteyn 

Jp (5: Me Frank Tang, nave Frank Tang wile send, or y 
bicycle over, dozen big Frank Tang Best 

I] Good Mushroom. | pay 10 cent each, u 

U Name —| 
Where live. i 

4) What time send i 
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wire bathroom window. 

“The reason we're here? Stiggs in- 
formed me, “is that since neither of us 
has ever said a word to Lenora Schwab. 
and since she’s probably hated us her 
entire life, I figure we should grab this 
great chance to have our first conversa- 
tion be a demand for six thousand dol- 
lars.’ The door opened three inches, 
revealing the gaunt, artistic shape of 
Lenora—the ideal shape to be displayed 
in a seven-foot-by-three-inch shit in a 
doorway. 

“We were driving by and heard the 
Burt Bacharach and thought we'd drop 
in to your underground mushroom 


said as a greeting. Lenora was obviously 
frightened, upset. nervous. 
nourished, confused. quavering, sallow. 
and unhappy. and still had the same 
keyhole nostrils. “I’m busy.” Lenora said 
fest above a whisper. “Talk to my 
husband?” 

“Come on, Lenoooooora:’ | chided. 
“It’s only six thousand. Pleeeeeeease?” 

“Why?” she asked. still completely 
leery and blown out. Stiggs shifted to 
his” stoop-shouldered _believability 
stance and lowered his voice to the level 
that makes what you're saying seem 
confidential. “The federal government 
says it didn’t like the machine gun-we 
gave you, so we need money to calm 
them down. The government also says 
that the law of wedding presents re- 

uires you to help us out by giving us 
the money.” 

“Can we come in? It’s freezing out 
here?’ | added, as a satiric comment on 
the ninety-eight-degree heat. Surpris- 
ingly Lenora opened the door. “I have 
to check something?” she said. with her 
left hand wrapped around her right fist. 
pee at the floor. Even in the dim 
green fluorescence of Frank’s hundred 
thousand mushrooms, we could tell 
that something ridiculous was going on 
in Lenora’s unusually large head, an ob- 
servation that turned out to be true a 
short time later as she rooted through a 
pink cardboard chest of drawers, pulled 
out a bundle of papers with a rubber 
band around it, nervously pecked and 
crinkled her way through the entire 
bundle, and then announced to us that 
she only had seventy-eight dollars. 

It was naturally amazing to me and 
Stiggs that this sad Schwabian creature 
was actually prepared to give us all of 
her money—all seventy-eight dollars of 
it—and for practically the first time in 
our lives we were moved. 

“Is that all you have?” I asked. “I 
mean, what if for some unimaginable 
reason you wanted to get out of this 
wet, green tomb? What if you needed 
some time for yourself, time to meet 
other people and experience a little of 
the world? What if a personal emer- 


. mal- 
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cave and ask you for six grand? Stiggs | 


gency came up where you ey 
needed a new harp, or a nostril remod- 


eling, or six grand to pay your legal | 


obligations?” 


“What you need is a fucking job? | 


Stiggs added. “Some kind of gig to get 
you outside and bring in hundreds of 
thousands of dollars.” Stiggs noticed her 
harp in the bedroom and began pacing 
back and forth between the mushroom 
ks. as if totally concentrating. “Rain- 
drops keep falling on my head...” Stiggs 
hummed and then sang. “I see Burt 
Bacharach. ..I see harps...1 see business- 
men in lounges...Friday afternoon... 
Hyatt-Regency...Lenora Schwab Tang 
at the professional-businessman’s 
lounge harp... Are you following me 
so far?” It didn’t look fike she was, so we 
eft, knowing that no matter what hap- 
pened, we still needed six grand, 


Ya 


| Arrangements Are Made 


with Sponson the Vet 
in the Presence 
of a Psychopath 
with a Lumpy Face 


E WERE LED 
through a ring of elec- 
tronic-motion sensors 
and an electronic fence 
to a stucco shack sur- 
rounded by four- 
wheel-drive cars, hom- 
icidal dogs, and scattered pieces of farm 
equipment. “Hey, it’s the Uzi men?’ 
Sponson the vet chuckled coarsely, “I 
been meaning to talk to you about this 
little fucking message I got here from 
the federal prosecutor's office—I believe 
it’s called a summons, Wonder how they 
got my nam 

“Mall lawyers” Stiggs spat critically. 
“We went into Captain Whereasky' 
Great American Lawyer Machine 


Say Hello to Howard 
Sponson, a Few Years 
Before We Met Him 


He was a vet, so we knew he 
was really reliable and stable. 


expecting top-quality legal service, and 
instead we got Earl the bonehead 
failure, and he oinked out your name at 
our arraignment” 

Sponson was nonetheless pissed. 
“You better straighten this thing out, 
man: he threatened in total life-and- 
death, dope-industry fashion, “I got 
some very concerned brothers here, 
man, who rely on me very heavily.” 
Sponson nodded toward a pellet-eyed 
goon with nicks and sebaceous bumps 
on his face, and a shotgun across his 
thighs, 

“That's the concerned brother who 
relies on you heavily?” Stiggs asked, “It 
must be real great to have a family, sit- 
ting around the old pot-plantation 
guard house, sharing and caring and 
relying on one another” 

J interrupted extra softly, for the 
of not getting shotgunned to death. 
“Look. we've got a plan, We're starting a 
clinic for junkies called Penis House. 
and we'll let you be one of the coun- 
selors. That way, all of us will look good 
to the judge and get off with suspended 
sentences, so we can continue our 
important work with hopeless, worth- 
less junkies” 

Me and Stiges were both pleased that 
Sponson liked the idea. and further 
pleased when he agreed to help us get 
our hands on Barney's $6,000 by 
arranging for Barney’s “brothers” in 
Mexico to find him. put him in a bag 
with all of his money, and deliver him 
home, The plan was great, or at least 
appeared that way until the plane car- 
rying 7.000 pounds of pot. with Barney 
in a bag in the middle of the pot, 
crashed in the desert. “... Local teenager 
Barney Beaugereaux was discovered 


unconscious in a burlap sack.’ the news- 
paper said, “carrying a large amount of 
cash. Police believe he may have been a 
buyer whom the smugglers had double- 
crossed?” It was three weeks before 
Barney got out of jail and could start to 
recover from the Jacobo Timerman- 
style interrogations he was given by 
four different varieties of cops. 
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sake | 


Unfortunately, the Authorities Refused 
to Let Barney Attend Stiggs'’s Birthday Party, 
Which Had a Train Motif 


If you want a good time, you want plenty of vegetables on hand, so we 

made sure we invited a lot to Stiggs’s birthday party in July. There was 
Paul, Scott, Ed, lan, Gord, Richard, Mark, Ronnie, David, Glenn, Blake, Rob- 
ert, Eric, Steve, Craig, Pat, Karl, Allen, and Tim, and a whole lot of other guys 
with stupider names, including one guy called Lydster. Barney, of course, was 
in prison. 

We rented a thirty-nine-year-old whore from a fast-whore takeout corner 
downtown, but after we got her to the party, we realized we didn’t have a cake 
for her to jump out of. 

So we made up a butcher-paper sash for her to wear saying “Happy Birth- 
day, Stiggs, from all the whores)’ and then we busted a Sara Lee cake over her 
head in the bedroom. 

When she ran into the party room with nothing on but the sash and the icing 
and cake crumbs on her head and shoulders, Stiggs shouted, “Hey, it’s a 
whore who just jumped out of a cake in the other room. Let’s pull a train on 
her!” 

So we put on these amazing train outfits that we got from the Disabled 
Veterans’ Thrift Store and the whore did us all. It was great. 


| 


\ 


~— CHAPTER = 


An Amazing Angle for 

Cash Making Occurs to 

Stiggs While Thinking 
fo the Complete Limit 


E AND STIGGS DECIDED 
that I should perform a 
honking soul-harmon- 
ica version of a High 
Mass. and that I should 
do it at this four-hun- 
dred-seat dinner theater | 
that happened to be managed in the 
summer by homo drama teacher Garth 
Sloane. 
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Coming to Terms with 
a Frightened Homo 
Mindful of the 
Felonious Aspect of 
Teacher-Student Love 


LOVE YOU VERY MUCH,” GARTH’S 


voice 
tape 


hormonall 
cracked 
recorder, 
“This is blackmail,’ Iver huffed 
from the corner of Mr, Sloane's 
office at the dinner theater. “Why 
don’t you just go back to your little 
American boys’ bedrooms and do 
whatever it is you do in them?” 

Sloane, however, was completely 
silent, with his head in his hands, prob- 
ably realizing that this Soul Mass per- 
formance was totally critical to us, 

“We need a six-grand guarantee and 
full approval of the sound Eysttin 
Stiggs mentioned, in the style of a man- 
ager. “Honking soul man O,. C, Oglevey 
don’t blow into no Gilbert and Sullivan, 
tenor-fag-patter —microphones—he 
needs white hot, blues-torch sound that 


jangled 
through the 


Homo rectifier. 


dinner theater. 
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Anxious homo 
who's afraid we'll Variable 
wreck his homo resistor. 


cuts holes in the audience’s head and 
burns up their wires.” 

“Fuck!” I screamed a few minutes 
later from the stage. I blew a few bars 
into a heavy chrome microphone and 
threw it to the floor as Stiggs, being 
concerned as usual about my fragile 
musical temperament, rushed to my 
side and instantly sympathized with the 
problem. “I’m losing notes,” I raged. 
‘This mike’s doing a fucking Gilbert 
and Sullivan fag job on my notes.” 

“This is no good,” Stiggs barked at 
the homos. “We'll have to put in our 
own system.” The expressions on the 
homos’ faces were great when Stiggs 
kicked their dirtball microphone into 
the orchestra pit and jumped up and 
down on the cord, screaming. 


Me and Stiggs 
Invented This 
Incredible Electrical 
Circuit for 
Converting Homo 
Anxiety into 
Useful Energy 
We figured that it would take a 
squirming homo drama teacher 


about a minute to produce enough 
electricity to cook this lobster. 


Homo discharge 
capacitor. 


Say Good-bye 
to Wino Bob, 
Dead in the Bushes 


Me and Stiges made this inven- 
tory of Bob’s possessions and 
mailed it to the judge of the probate 
court in case there were any dis- 
putes about his estate. Estate of 
Wino Bob: 3 Randall Schwab Insur- 
ance T-shirts, 1 blanket, 1 plastic 
lemon, 1 wine bottle, 1 corroded 
stator for a washing machine 
motor, 1 rotted two-by-four pine 
board about three feet long, 1 
7-Eleven pen. Me and Stiggs fig- 
ured we had more stuff than that 
when we were six months old. 


Mysterious 
Preperformance 
Blues Chemicals, 

and Disaster 

in a Ditch 


T WAS ABOUT THREE HOURS BE- 
fore the concert and I still didn’t 
have any Sonny Boy Williamson 
honking-blues drugs, the kind I 
would need for total monster 
blues rapport with the four hun- 
dred dentists and sales reps and 
housewives who would soon fill the 
Sagebrush Dinner Theater ageing to 
see The Man Who Came to Dinner. So 
we went to Negro Town, 

“Would these degenerate street wea- 
sels burn the honking blues master with 
bad blues drugs?” I asked Stiggs, wheel- 
ing our car through a five-way, six-lane 
intersection filled with Negroes in 
parked cars having conversations. 

“Of course.’ Stiggs answered, 

“But maybe something worthwhile 
slipped through. It’s obvious that we 
need the advice of an expert who lives 
in oleander bushes and knows these 
chemicals on sight,’ added. 

“Bob, we got a crash project for you.” 
Stiggs whispered urgently into Wino 
Bobs bushes. Top emergency blues pri- 
ority, Bob. Money is no object.” 
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Of course, Bob didn’t respond: he 
never responded before the third or 
fourth time you repeated the deal. 
“Poke him?’ Isaid, “Offer him hard li- 

uor”” But Stiggs just stood there. over 

obs nest in the shallow oleander ditch, 
studying the moonlit form of a dead old 
black man wearing three Randall 
Schwab Insurance T-sk one over the 
other, and holding a plastic 7-Eleyen, 
lemon-shaped lemon squirter in his 
hand. 

“He was a synthetic-citrus freak” 
Stiggs said calmly, “He used to squirt 
that stuff on everything, even bread’ 

“People get weird tastes when they 
get old? I said, after about a thirty-sec- 
ond gap of silence. “He told us he was 
going to die. remember?” 

Stiggs didn’t answer: he just opened 
up one of Bobs crumpled blankets and 
spread it over the body. “I suppose we 
should tell the bozo in the red-checked 
smock behind the 7-Eleven register that 
he’s got a dead wino behind his store’ 
Stiggs said as he stood up and rubbed 
his hands. “I’m sure the red-checked- 
smock people must have a policy for 
this sort of thing” 

Using the strange logic that comes 
afier mourning the death of guys who 
buy you liquor me and Stiggs decided 
to continue our night exactly as 
planned—that is, to gobble up the blues 
drugs and get to the dinner theater, “I 
owe it to my people?’ I said. 


4 TOTAL : 
BY ABSOLUTE AUIWLNA 
COMMAND OF 0.0. & STIGGS 
WHILE DRUNK 


The Sagebrush Dinner Theater and Its Managing 
Homo Proudly Presented the Super Honking 
Blues Mass of Soul Master 0.0. Oglevey 


As reported by Stiggs and rewritten by me so it makes sense 


The dinner theater was jammed with season-ticket subscribers who 

came expecting to see a performance of The Man Who Came to Dinner. 
There was a stool on the stage and a mike on a stand. The mike cord led to an 
amplifier that looked like the Cray-1 computer, in terms of the number of 
winking lights on it, but actually was more the size of an electric-company 
substation. On either side of the stage, huge mountains of speakers menaced 
the audience. After cashing in a two-hundred-year-old Schwab stamp, 0.C. 
rented all this equipment from a local agency that handles stadium rock festi- 
vals, and his plan was to use it to drown out the sound of people eating, by 
making it impossible for them to eat, by paralyzing them with noise. 

A sign on the easel on the stage read BLUES MASTER 0.C. AND HIS SOUL MASS. 
0.C. walked onstage to some polite applause. He was real relaxed, since he 
knew that moving any faster would increase the risk of respiratory collapse. 

“Welcome to the Sagebrush Dinner Theater,” said 0. C. “It’s really great to 
see you all out here tonight. I’m glad you all could, like, fall by, because this 
evening I’m going to cook your fucking brains with my honking harp Soul 
Mass. But before! put the stove on boil, I'd like to say a few words about avery 
important cat who passed away this evening, in fact about half an hour ago. 
His name was Wino Bob, but most people just knew him as ‘the bum that lived 
in the oleander bushes behind the 7-Eleven! This guy, whose name most 
people never even bothered to find out, was a real powerhouse of wisdom. 
‘You gotta have a good woman} he'said to me, and it was true. Anyway, I'd like 
to dedicate my performance tonight to Wino Bob—a real solid soulster who 
died this evening in three Randall Schwab Insurance Agency T-shirts and 
holding a plastic lemon.’ 

0.C. then blew all five parts of the mass and told the audience it was “real 
progressive.” 

Although he got the smallest walk-off applause ever handed out by any 
audience at the Sagebrush Dinner Theater, we still collected the $6,000 guar- 
anteed from Garth Sloane. “I’m giving up my career as a blues man,’ 0.C, said 
in his dressing room after the show. “It would all be downhill from this 
untoppable evening of honking supersoul. I’m going into retirement now. I’m 
just going to sit back and watch my legend grow!’ 


BLUES MASTER 
0.0. AND HIS 
SOUL MASS. 


NO EATING 
OR TALKING. 
SHIRTS AND 

SHOES MUST 
BE WORN. 
DIG IT. 
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A Look at the 
Coroner's Records 
Showed the 
Incredibly Amazing 
Amount of Stuff 
Wino Bob Died Of 


1, Cirrhosis of the liver 


2. Esophageal varices, which are 
dilated veins inthe esophagus 


3. Alcoholic cardiomyopathy, which 
is a degeneration of the heart 
muscle, which causes the heart 
tostop 


4. Wernicke’s encephalopathy, 
which is an alcoholic degenera- 
tion of brain tissue 


5. Pancreatitis, which is an in- 
flammation of the pancreas 


6. Aspiration pneumonia 
7. Liver cancer 


8. Anda bunch of other stuff 


Head to Head 
with the Unstable 
and Vengeful 
Dirtwad Schleuter— 
A Pathetic Morning 


ENIS HOUSE OPENED THE 
same day we won the com- 
pletely malicious Schleuter 
case naturally it was an 
active brand of day. Schleu- 
ter’s courtroom behavior was 
great. “These young mon- 
' sters...” was how Schleuter began, ad- 
dressing the jury from three-by-five 
note cards, acting as his own attorney, 
looking frantic and mentally damaged, 
) with long strings of hair falling down 
from his temples and these real red and 
po blotches glowing on his forearms 
rom always being nervously scratched. 
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OFFICIAL LEGAL TRANSCRIPT 
OF WHAT SCHLEUTER SAID IN COURT 


SCHLEUTER: These sadistic monsters were in 
my classes for two years, and there was not 

a day during that time when they failed to 
create a disturbance. Equipment was damaged, 
or disappeared. Athletic events were ruined 
for everyone. Many students suffered insults 
and even physical injury. 

For example, on March eighth of this 
year, a young boy, Randall Schwab, came to 
my office complaining of dizziness and a 
headache. It seems Mr. Stiggs and Mr. Oglevey 
had been involved in one of the flag-footbal] 
games organized for the class that day, and 
had chosen Randall to be a receiver on their 
team. Complex pass patterns were then drawn 
for him in the huddle, often requiring six or 
seven cuts that ran the boy back and forth 
across the full width of the field. To the 
best of his ability, Randall did as he was 
asked, but not once in at least thirty plays 
was he ever thrown the ball. 

Finally, Randall protested. He wanted 
so desperately to be included in the game 
that, despite near exhaustion, he begged for 
the ball. "Sure," Mr. Stiggs and Mr. Oglevey 
promised, and again they gave Randall a com~- 
plicated, almost impossible pass route. This 
time, however, they threw him the ball... \As 
hard as possible, they threw it, after Randal) 
had taken but one or two steps from the line 
of scrimmage. This is why Randall was dizzy; 
for several dozen plays, the football hit him 
inthe back of the head and bounced high into 
the air, while defensive players and even 
Randall's own teammates, Mr. Stiggs and 
Mr. Oglevey, tackled him viciously. 

Naturally, as a responsible coach, I had 
to take disciplinary steps. I gave these 
monster boys laps, and I told them they would 
continue to run laps until they learned how to 
play the game of football properly. 


STIGGS: Objection. We continued running laps 
until Schleuter got through porking the 
counselor. 


JUDGE: Order, 


SCHLEUTER: You see how they are! They twist 

and twist the knife with their taunting slanders. 
They peck at me like vultures. They steal my 
good name and my couch, These monster boys 

will pay, you can believe that. They will be 
punished for what they have done to me and 

Mrs, Beale... She...she was my angel-woman. 
And...I was her angel-man... 


JUDGE: Case dismissed. 
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Me and Stiggs 
Finally Get Hopeless, 
Worthless Junkies 
in Position 
Next to the Estate- 


Sized Residence 
of Leland Croft, DDS 


NE OF THE MAIN ADVAN- 

tages of having a drug clinic 

was that we could call it a 
“therapeutic community.” 

and the main advantage of 

having a therapeutic com- 

munity was that me and 

Stiggs got to make up therapies, 
“Eustis.” Stiggs said to the largest and 
most threatening member of our nine- 
atient enrollment of hopeless, worth- 
less junkies, “if you can train this ham- 


LOVE 


ster to perform a whole bunch of | 
interesting tricks, we'll give you a Ran- 
dall Schwab Insurance T-shirt.” 

“That's right” I added, “Now, what 
we have in mind, Eustis. is a hamster 
playlet—a fully choreographed drama 
where the hamster plays the role of a 
French traitor whom you are pursuing 
to redeem the honor of your family, a | 
family once destroyed by the hamster to 
save himself” 

“Ooooo000." Eustis responded 
through the lattice of nose fluids travel- 
ing across his dope-numbed lip. 
“Yes...yes...yes.” 

“Miizi fucked up her therapeutic leaf 
project.’ Sponson the vet and Penis 

ouse counselor interrupted—Mitzi 
being a seventy-eight-pound detoxing 
psychotic in the room next door. 

“You've got five of the same leaf” 
Stiggs said to Mitzi in the stern style of a 
chancellor of Penis House evaluating 
totally ridiculous leaf collections, “Why 
would anyone collect five identical 
leaves, and why would anyone label 
them ‘Pretty leaf? ‘Hope leaf? ‘Night 
leaf? ‘Satori leaf? and “Truth leaf?” 

“Hey, baby, this collection sucks.” | 
Sponson shouted two inches away from 

itzi’s face, trying for a psyche grenade 
effect that might blast through five or 
six years of narcotic drool and launch 
Mitzi on aozesty beeline for the front 
yard, where she would spend the rest of 


Say Hello to... 


gonk il 


¢ Hustis 


| size head. 


HOUSE} 


Therapeutic Community of Hopeless, Worthless 
Junkies Who Wander All Over the Neighborhood 


the day raking her vein-scarred limbs 
through more than one variety of leaf. 
“Oooo0000...yes.’ Eustis said from 
his position in the doorway, not know- 
ing where he was or that there was a 
hamster on his amazing, Sonny Liston- 


“Because of these really bonehead 
erformances,” Chancellor Stiggs said 
later on during our staff meeting, 
“and because Barney's finally out of jail 
and says he only has fifty dollars left, I 
think we should take off with Barney 
and his fifty and leave these goons to 
themselves? 

So we reinstated Barney as our dog 
and spent the day floating down the 
Verde River, while Sponson took it 
upon himself to send the junkies on an 

Outward Bound expedition into Croft’s 
yard—a great idea. 


This Is the Drug 
Clinic We Started 


One of the reasons why the dirt- 

ball Croft hated having our 
drug-rehabilitation center next to 
his house was the size of the sign. 
“We made it huge to symbolize the 
huge habits of our junkies;’ Stiggs 
told him, 


National Lampoon 73 


Copvriaht © 2007 National Lampoon Inc. 


To Add Excitement to Floating Downriver, 
We Decided That Me and Stiggs Were 
Huckleberry Finn, and That the River Was the 
Mississippi, and That Barney Was 
Nigger Jim, and That We Could Condense 
Three Days into Six Hours 


On our way to the river, some Pima Indian kids witha 

pellet gun stopped our car. They said that we were 
trespassing on their ancestral traditional reservation 
and that they were asserting their true, ancient, and in- 
alienable sovereignty over the land. So we had to give 
the dirthags a quarter, 


Barney had to be Nigger Jim on our voyage, so we 

made him wear lots of black goo. Stiggs refused to 
be Tom Sawyer, who, he said, was a homo pantywaist; so 
we were both Huckleberry Finn. 
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We a ; 
ae ile tribal — 
/ reson tt ck eer Men | 


St contiscatg it / 


Some Indian cops sleeping in the bus bushes wanted our 

beer, so we told them that the Negro owned the beer 
and he was making us drink it because he was afraid he 
would become an alcoholic if he drank alone. By the time 
they processed this in their highly mystical and alcoholic 
Indian minds, however, we had drifted out of range, so 
they resumed sleeping. 


“Remember, you're our slave;’ Stiggs told Barney, 

“so get more big bundles of wood for no reason.’ 
We'd been on the river an hour and a half, so we decided 
to make camp for the night, even though it was really 
only midafternoon. Then we drank our camp beer ration 
of six each, and took off twenty minutes later, which was, 
for purposes of condensing the trip, the next day. 
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“(\ pleasant young teen on a wilderness outing,” 

Stiggs yelled. “Let’s make him squeal like a pig, 
Deliverance style!” “That’s the wrong story!” I said, 
annoyed at his inattention to detail, So we stole all the 
kid’s family’s sandwiches and broke their watermelon. 


We passed some canoeists on the river. | announced 
that they were a presidential paddle wheeler con- 
taining Andrew Jackson, so we gave them a mutti-ham 
salute. 


aa 


We saw a Negro fishing on the bank, so we made 

Barney leap up and shout at him, “They’s gonna sell 
me, so I ran away with Huckleberry!” The Negro was 
nonplussed. 


c 


—! 
We decided it was night again, so we camped for 
twenty minutes and drank another six beers at a 
Young Life campsite. 0.C. got into the supervisory 
adult’s sleeping bag and ran around in it. “This is the 
judgment day and I’m a terrifying apparition,’ he 
screamed. Then the heat made 0.C. ralph in the bag, 


We decided to call the trip off after only two days 
(four hours) because we got bored and I was afraid 
my nose might get sunburned. “Only homo Tom Sawyer 
types get sunburned noses,’ } said.“Real men protect 
their noses to avoid unsightly peeling,’ “Hurry up with 
those tubes, Barney,’ Stiggs said. “We have to get back 
and feed the dope addicts.” 


After the Indian kids stopped us again and we gave 

them some old cracked lobster claws off the car floor 
and said, “Here, take these pretty ornaments, maybe 
your girl friends would like to strap them to their heads,’ 
we hauled ass. 
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| The Junkies Return. 
| A Crush of 
Charity Slags 
Invade for Dinner. 
Croft's Cabana 
Is Investigated Fully 


O0000000...Y 


5. VES: 


USTIS 


Yess x cVOS. 5 clove 
cabana.” More speci 
Leland Croft’s cabana. 
Leland’s upright fre 
incredible stockpile of grade- 
jbaieranalily desserts. “We.,. 
cleaned him out totally” added 


Nore 
AAA, 


like. 
Mitzi. hacking at a gallon of designer 
ice cream with a beer opener. “We 
were...like...even going to grab all the 
stuff he had, like... in the stairwell 
under the freezer but that’s when the 
ugly guy came out with a goddamn 


gun, and we...like,..took off 

Me and Stiggs naturally made a 
mental note to sneak into Croft's 
cabana after dark for a major 
investigation, : 

One of the other major advantages to 
operating your own charity drug clinic, 
aside from getting to call your place 
a therapeutic community. is that me 
and Stiggs were instantly plugged in to 
the local wives-of- ich-guys charity 
machinery—sine qua non for gala fund 
raising. “Wives of rich guys like sym- 
phonies and art museums. and they 
hate cancer and heart attacks and arth- 
ritis and dope addicts wandering 
around their neighborhoods.” Stiggs 
explained to the scum of Penis House. 
“So. naturally, they'll pay big dough to 
hog down a Symp hony Guild banquet. 
oran Art League banquet. or a Cancer 
Society banquet. or a Heart Fund ban- 
quet, or an Arthritis Foundation ban- 
quet. or of course the Penis House 
banquet—scheduled for tonight” 

Because of an hour's worth of critical 
phone calls. which Mr, Colletti made 
nude from his patio rum lounge, the 
guest turnout was great. The house was 
totally infested with lawyer wives. real- 
estate wives, airline-pilot wives, finan- 
cier wives, TV-personality wives. indus- 
trialist wives. university-president wives, 
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commented on the ninth of 
his twelve Sara Lee pies. 
that 


giant-inheritance wives. defense-con- 
tractor wives. and even dentist wives like 
Nora Crofit—invited by Colletti as an 
example of how amazingly humorous 
he is, and sent. as it turned out, by her 
dirtwad husband to tell us to get the 
fuck out of the neighborhood. 

“Eat me. Nora.” Suggs greeted her in 
our receiving line of me, Stiggs. 
Sponson, and the nine hopeless. worth- 
less junkies. “This is Mitzi: we don't 
have any last names at Love House 
because our philosophy here is that 
dopeheads aren't people. Show Nora 
your leaf display. Mitzi..." 

Mitzi walked to a wall in the foyer 
covered with the usual real sensitive. 
love-and-human-dignity bullshit. and 


pointed (o a smudged rectangle of card- 
board with five identical leaves on it. 
“This is "Night leaf?" Mitzi said. wound 
up like a seventy-eight-pound spring. “I 
want you to have it” 

“Almost as lovely as your Colletti hog 
dress." | pointed out. 

“We want our desserts back?’ Nora 
responded. “And we want you out of 
the neighborhood” 

I frowned like | was irritated and 
snatched Mitzi’s leaf, “You don't 
deserve “Night leaf?” | said. and then | 
ale iL. 

“Attention, all rich gals’ Stiggs yelled 
from the head table. a tipped ‘ormica 
model borrowed from the Law Cuca- 
racha trailer. “I hope you all liked our 
dinner. The reason it was mostly Sara 
Lee cakes and designer ice cream is so 
you could be familiarized with the type 
of meals actually eaten by unsupervised 
junkies. and also because the stuff was 
donated entirely by Nora Croft. whos 
one of the leading spark plugs behind 
the Love House therapeutic commu- 
nity. Let’s have a huge. monster blast of 
applause for Nora Croft" 

Nora. who was still loitering around 
the gala banquet to sniff out informa- 


tion for her husband, bolted instantly, 
“And now? I added. “I'd liké to 
introduce Eustis Beverly. Always inter- 
ested in animals, Eustis has conceived a 
playlet for us. starring his hamster as 
the French scoundrel Monsieur Ham- 
ster. and also starring himself as the 
avenging son of a family that the villain 
nearly destroyed. As you can see. Eustis 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


has constructed a set, as it wer 
senting the effluvial dockside demi- 


monde of Monsieur Hamster, The shoe 
box to your lett is. apparently. the vil- 
lage brothel, while the shoe box next to 
ithas a good chance of being the opium 
den. Eustis’ drama begins with Mon- 
sieur Hamster boasting to his comrades 
of past wickedness, as E i 
town. | give vou, 

When the applause gave out, Eusti 
got right into the falsetto ventriloquism 
voice necessary for hamster dialogue. 
“Ooooov00...1 be real dangerous 
ws Ves... VeS...1 say. everybody, T done 
some very nasty hamsterizing ham- 
sterization,,.yes. 

“Where you at. Mr. Hamster” Eustis 
continued. now using his normal. 
rasping drug slur. “Yes... ’m pissed off” 
At this point. because the hamster 
didn’t come out of the brothel shoe box 
and skitter to the opium-den shoe box 
like it was supposed to. Eustis decided 
on the improvisational step of bashing a 
large book on the brothel box in hopes 


Mitzi the Junkie’s 
Amazing Therapeutic 
Collection of Five 
of the Same Type 
of Leaf 


Stuff like this was one of the | 

real satisfying highlights of 
working with hopeless, worthless 
junkies. 


rives in 


of flattening the villain then and there. 
But since the hamster bolted off the set 
and into the tightly-packed audience of 
wives of rich guys. Eustis dived head- 
long after it, slamming the book in all 
directions. frightening the women out | 
of their minds. | 

“Let's investigate Croft's cabana? 1 
remarked to Stiggs and Sponson. And 
so we did, 

Having a grand-master level of 
ability in yard invasion, gained mostly 
during the great Schwab patio-defacing 
en of 1975-81, me and Stiggs had 
ittle Wouble slithering into the cabana 
and pushing the freezer 
“The hidden stairwell?” 
pered. “just as Mitzi babb! 


off its mount. 
Stiggs whis- 
ed it? 
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The Incredible Memo 
from Dirthag Dentist 
Leland Croft 
to His Wife, Nora, 
Captured hy Us from 
Leland’s Subterranean 
Survival Fortress 


As a result of a Viet Cong jungle 
flashback sizzling in Sponson’s head at 
the moment. he produced a_ live 
grenade. 

“Jesus, | can’t think of a better guy to 
have a live grenade” Stiggs said. 

The bottom of the stairs opened into 
a long corridor, which branched into a 
pair of other corridors. which then led 
to a bunch of storerooms. “It’s survival 
shit:’ Sponson declared. probing 
wooden crates in the dark. “Look at 
this. Holy fuck. Guns. This guy’s got 
enough stuff down here to blow out an 
y: Stiggs found a lighted niche with 
cabinet and a desk with a folder on 
it labeled “Super Ultra’ “Check the 
entrance.” Sponson said. “See if were 
clear 

We weren't: Leland was.on his patio. 
heading directly for the cabana, We met 
him at the top of the stairwell. “You 

unks are going to be very sorry.” 

eland said with the composure of a 
lunatic dentist waving a 9-mm gun. “We 
came back for more Sara Lees* Stiggs 
bluffed. “Nora said we could have more 
if the gala fund-raising banquet started 
todrag” 

“Move. or you eat this.” Sponson 
added. straight-arming the grenade into 
Leland’s face. 

The dentist let out a two- or three- 
pulse chuckle, and backed away. 
“Vacate that clinic tomorrow morning 
or I'll turn all of you in to the police. I've 
got everything I need to put you away.” 

So we took off, It was a fairly strange 
situation, 

Not until we got into Sponson’s car to 
drive around and figure out our posi- 
tion did Stiggs flip on the overhead light 
and look inside the Super Ultra folder 
he grabbed from Leland’s survival and 
weapons fortress. After reading it. we 
were easily convinced that Leland’s 
dirtball attitude toward us and the Sluts 
de Boxcar and his failure to have the 
proper plaster lawn burro. and his 
window peering and gun waving and 
everything else. were all just the up of a 
much larger and more gooned-out 
iceberg. 


LELAND O. CROFT, DDS 
WESTWOOD MEDICAL PLAZA 
4021 WEST BRILLE ROAD, PHOENIX, ARIZONA 


MEMORANDUM 
SUBJECT: 
TO: 


82-8-37774-B-6 
Super Ultra 
Inner Circle (Nora) 


It should be no surprise to you that the holocaust is 
Secret events that I have been describ- 
ing for the last twenty-five years (viz. memoranda 82-6-46625- 
74-7-12763-2-2, 
18762-R-2, 61-1~12561-L-7, 57-4-39992-B-1, 52-1-20404-W-5) 
have set the stage for the final act of madness. 


coming in a week. 


J-4, 78-12-52683-K-3, 


Consider these recent occurrences: 


21-March-82: 
9-May~82: 
12-June-82: 


public suspects nothing, 
17-June-82; 

Japan. 
25-June-82; 


You have seen for yourself the nest of depraved provoca~ 
teurs now at our very doorstep. 
the crudely deceptive banner of a "Love House," they are 
poised to carry out the last phase of their coordinated 
plan—undermining our values, so corrupting and demoralizing 
us as to poison our will to defend ourselves. 


PREPAREDNESS; Nora! 


tion, 


Must stop immediately. 
CRUCIAL TIME! 


DECISIVENESS, RESOLUTENESS, TIRELESSNESS, Nora! By 
these watchwords we will survive, 
cabana to be waxed and fresh smelling by the time of my 
arrival from the office this evening, approximately 6:05 P.M. 


DO NOY FAIL! 


The Indirect Solving 
of the Legal 
Oppression of Me 
and Stiggs by 
Surgical Application 
of the Technique of 
Exploding a Cabana 


Argentina seizes Falkland Islands. 
Tsrael bombs Lebanon, 

Russia completes secret nighttime 
invasion of Europe; by morning, secret shadow govern- 
ments are installed in France, Holland, Spain, Austria, 
and Italy, which secretly control present leaders while 


Republic of China secretly annexes 


Our front lawn is destroyed by secret 
deep-cover cadres bent on terrorizing and confusing us, 
softening us up in preparation for full-scale attack, 


The future belongs to those who 
recognize the peril and have devised their means of protec- 
This is why our subcabana survival unit must be fully 
supplied and operational at all times, 
complaints regarding cleaning and vacuuming the subeabana 
INACTION CANNOT BE TOLERATED AT THIS 


Yours in vigilance, 


Leland 0. 


69-11-75731-A-9, 66-5- 


Hiding, of course, behind 


This is why, your 


IT will expect the sub- 


Croft,’ DDS 


E AND STIGGS NEVER 
knew that Sponson had 
a helicopter. “That guy 
Croft is an elitist. capi- 
alist, racist, dangerous 
motherfucker” Spdnson 
raged, ramming long, 
finned tubes into cylinders on the side 
of the a “Me and my people, 
man, we believe in the people? 

“hear you. Stiggs said enthus a 
ally. “Good. peaceful, pot-guarding. 
pot-harvesting. pot-flying, pot-smelling 
people, man” 

“Right? Sponson bellowed, shoving 
in the fast tube, 

“Hey, Sponson, you got a plan?” | 
asked. , 

“Yeah. Blotto dentist. Zap. Bye-bye” 

Me and Stiggs naturally agreed, not 
wanting Leland bringing the cops down 
on Penis House: but. on the other hand, 
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since Croft never reported us to the cops 
even though he had our clothes with 
our ID in them the night we took off 
over his fence, and even though he 
spotted the Penis House Outward 
Bound expedition in his Sara Lee 
freezer, it was possible that Croft was 
more afraid of cops finding his under- 
ground maniac bunker than of us. 

“Only zap the cabana,” Stiges 
advised as Sponson started up the heli- 
copter in full combat ensemble, 
including complete Montagnard war- 
rior paint all over his face. 

And so it happened that on the first 
night of the last week before school, we 
sat on nude Pat Colletti’s patio and 
watched our maniac friend strafe our 
maniac enemy in a home-modified 
Huey gunship. complete with Apoca- 
lypse Now Valkyrie music blasting at 
thunder volume on nude Colletti’s patio 
stereo, “Can we use yout phone for an 
emergency police call?” | asked Colletti 
as the first and second straight streaks of 
white light shot from the Huey to the 
cabana. “Sure,” Colletti said, 

The cops showed up fast, in about 
three minutes, just in time to notice the 
dentist and the rest of his “inner 
circle’—Nora—-stunned on their orna- 
mental gravel lawn, screaming Super 
Ultra vengeance in random directions. 

So, the bunker was discovered: the 
Crofts were nabbed: Penis House was 
saved. This is how things stood when we 
went to court the next morning. 
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Sponson Takes Out 
Croft’s Cahana 
with One Shot 


Most people in nice neighbor- 

hoods don’t expect their pool 
cabanas to be in danger from heli- 
copter gunships, which was why 
Sponson’s tactic of using it was so 
great. 


“Obviously, Your Honog” went the 
weaseling Mexican argument of Rey- 
noldo the mall lawyer, “this is just a case 
of really fine young men, Your Honor, 
who really cared about the sister of their 
good friend Randall Schwab. They 
cared about her so much, Your Honor, 
that they wanted to help protect her 
from the many forms of danger in 
today’s world by giving her a light, real 
good gun that even a really delicate 
woman like Lenora Schwab could 
shoot pretty easy. | ask you, Your 
Honor, do these young men look like 
criminals? Your Honor, | think I know 
the answer we'd get to that question 
from Lenora Schwab—or, Your Honor, 
from the really fine, rehabilitated 
patients at the Love House. The name 
says it really good, Your Honor—Love 
House, the house that these fine young 
men built with love, Your Honor, and 
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that will probably collapse from love 
starvation if Mr, Stiggs and Mr. Oglevey 
and Mr. Sponson are taken away from 
loving their poe and put into prison. 
Thank you. Your Honor? 

The judge looked hard at me and 
Stiggs. And then he looked especially 
hard at the white-and-black Mon- 
tagnard tribal-attack paint and com- 
isa camouflage jump suit still on 

onson, Sponson of course being too 

ethedrined and combat fried from 
the night before to get around to put- 
ting on anything reasonable for court. 

“Possessing an unlicensed automatic 
weapon is a very serious offense?” the 


judge said. “However, the court is not 


unaware of the noble intentions of the 
defendants or the worth of their com- 
munity service? 

“She mine! Han Lo Choy! Want 
back!” a beeping Chinese voice that 
was completely out of control suddenly 
interrupted from the hall. It wasn’t, 
however, until two or three seconds 
after the judge finished his totally dog- 
headed analysis of our characters that 
me and Stiggs got a chance to bolt the 
courtroom and get a good look at the 
screaming Chinaman and the arm- 
waving crowd of screaming Chinamen 
who were helping him surround the 
building-informationclerk. 

“FBI, Get FBI. She my property!” 

“What's the beef, Frank?” Stiggs 
asked the screaming Chinaman, Fran! 


aan 
“Gone. Wife leave. Harp gone. Want 
back!” 

“This may not be a federal matter” | 
explained, “There are a number of 
jurisdictional considerations here, 
Frank, which probably bar the govern- 
ment of the United States from driving 
around town looking for unhappy. 
unfulfilled Schwabs”’ 

“She mine!” Frank insisted, “Want 
back! Want manhunt! FBI!” 

Stiggs instantly came to the rescue of 
the overwhelmed information clerk and 
escorted Frank and the rest of the 
yipping, jabbering Chinamen to the 
offices of the U.S. Center for Disease 
Control. “They'll know what to do.” 
Stiggs said, holding his fingertips over 
his mouth, spitting and snorting and 
chuckling real obviously, like a nine- 
year“old child. 


“This full color poster 
is a terrific way to 


ytemember that great 
\ Two Fingers taste. 


And...the good 
times it brings! I'll be 
happy to send you 
an autographed 
copy, if you send 
$1.00 (to cover post- 
Everarsreve @atctolel tated a Con 
Two Fingers Tequila 
Poster Offer, P.O. Box 
32127, Detroit, Mich- 
igan 48232. Please 
Prete (e(e( a iolerm osutelczel 
namé and address, 
Don't forget. 
When you want 
to have fun, Two 
Fingers is all it takes.” 


| IMPORTED 


CHAPTER = 


The Summer Ends 
Pretty Much as It 
Began, at the 
Hyatt-Regency, 
Only This Time 
in a Lounge Full of 
Businessmen Instead 
of in a Think Tank 


N THE LAST DAY OF THE 
summer, me and Stiggs were 
driving around, Our case was 
over: the judge told Rey- 
noldo that he'd let us off with 
a reprimand. so we instantly 
shut down Penis House, 
kicked out all the junkies, and went over 
to the Law Cucaracha trailer to return 
their rippled Formica lobby table and to 
hand over the last of the valuable 
Schwabian stamps for Reynoldos fee. 
| But no one was there: the desk-to 
copier had broken down, so they all 
went home, On the way out of the mall 
parking lot we saw Reynoldo pounding 
on the hood of his black Trans Am. 
which was also broken down: but we 
just kept going. “It would be like inter- 
fering with some natural wildlife 
process that the guys on ‘National 
Geographic’ shows tell you never to 
fuck with? Stiggs said. 

“Do you think Sponson and Mitzi 
will be happy on the pot plantation?” | 
asked. changing the subject. “Sur 
Stiggs answered. “It'll give her a brand- 
new source of leaves... Are we 
bored?” The answer to Stiggs’s question 
was pretty obvious, given the increas- 
ingly giant size of the gaps in our con- 
versation and the fact that we were now 


center of gravity” 
Naturally this totally moronic center- 
of-gravity bullshit was grounds for 


Stiggs’s bailing out of the car and never 
speaking to me again: but since Stiggs 


was also feeling as weird about things as 
1 was, he disregarded the horrible lan- 
guage and concentrated on analyzing 
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Stiggs Shows How 
the Schwabian System 
Was Out of Alignment 
When Lenora Schwab 
Took Off 


“If the planet Lenora escapes,” 

1 said, “the whole Schwabian 
System could collapse and shoot all 
over the place, which would make it 
much harder to find Schwabs to 
torment!’ 


our problem. “Schwabs** he said. “All 
problems in the world are connected to 
the Schwabs*" 

Brazenly. I ventured back into the 
section of the mind that figures out 
exotic cosmology. and pretty soon hit 
on the incredible discovery that the 
Schwab System had lost critical mass. 
“That's it!* Stiggs yelled. “I's the rene- 
gade planet Lenora. She's left Tangian 
space and cone fucked up the rest 
of the Schwab System” After more 
thinking. we decided that individual 
Schwabetary bodies could start spin- 


ning off all over the place, even out of 
state, where we couldn't get to them. 
“We've got to reverse this phenomenon?’ 
I said. “The Schwab System must be 
restored to its natural order” 

Accordingly, we drove at full speed to 
the Hyatt-Regency, where. just as me 
and Stiggs suspected. Lenora was 
clawing out Burt Bacharach on her 
harp in the main executive lounge. 
“Solid Stiggs said to her, nodding fis 
head like Mel Torme to the gooey tin- 
kling of the strings. 

Because of the small amount of senti- 
ment I still had from the incident where 
Lenora offered us her entire tragic sev- 
enty-eight-dollar wad, and because of 
the current sentiment that I had because 
she actually took our insane advice and 
yot a harp job in the Hyatt-Regency 
lounge, | found myself in a state of 
emotion that I hadn't felt since the 
moment after the Soul Mass when I 
vowed to never play the honking blues- 
monster harmonica ever again. So, for 
that reason, I jerked the soul monster 
from my pocket and the dual soul-and- 
Lenora harp supersession was begun. 

“Do-doo-do-doot,” | honked with 
growling, chicken-scratching blues 
mastery. Being in her totally voidoid 
harp-plinking trance, Lenora didn't 
seem to notice my crouched, soul- 
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honking pose beside her. which was 
great for two reasons, First, it really dis- 
turbed the businessmen; and second, it | 
gave me something to do while Stiggs 
called Frank Tang and told him where 
Lenora was, “Hello, Disease Control 
Center” Stiggs said on the lobby phone. 
“If the screaming Chinamen are still in 
your office, tell them, ‘Lenora at Hyatt- 
Regency.’ Thank you.” | 

“Do-doo-do-doot,” | finished honking. 
“Thank you; you're a righteous 
audience. Lenora Schwab Tang on D- 
50 executive-lounge harp, ladies and 
gentlemen, Lenora Schwab Tang.” 

Frank Tang and his Chinamen and 
the rest of the Schwab System —the 
insurance dad Schwab and the alco- | 
holic mom Schwab and the astounding 
Randall Schwab—burst in to the room 
just as Lenora and I steamrolled into 
our next number, “Pll Never Fall in 
Love Again” 

Stiggs, who was at the bar between a 
dead-drunk guy who was wearing a 
convention name tag and a cocktail 
waitress who the guy was trying to pork, 
was clapping an whistling frantically. 
“How about those fucking honking and 
tinkling dual blues harps? he roared, 
jabbing the convention guy in the ribs, 
“Come on. Jack, put your hands 
together!” 

“You mine! Come now! You in for 
it!” Frank screeched at his wife. The 
st of the Schwabs were of course hor- 
rified, their daughter having no doubt 
been lured into this den of drunk busi- 
nessmen by the mind-controlling, Sven- 
gali blues voodoo of me honking that 
devil melody six inches from their 
gooned-out daughter’s » mammoth 
Schwabian head, 

“Aren't they great?” Stiggs repeated 
loudly to the convention guy, over and 
over, each time the guy tried to dribble 
something suggestive to the cocktail 
waitress. 

In a few minutes, the Chinamen and 
the Schwabs were gone—harp. Lenora, 
and all. | stood alone, surrounded by 
businessmen, bathed in the cosmic dust 
of reunited Schwabs, noodling the reeds 
of my honking soul harp. looking for 
the ideal selection of notes that would 
do justice to the whole situation —to the 
whole mind-roasting situation. 

“What time do you get out of here?” 


Stiggs asked the cocktail waitress next 
to the fully outmaneuvered and pissed- 


off convention guy. “Me and OC, start 
school tomorrow and need to pull one 
last train or we'll do real bad and never 
graduate and never get jobs. and end up 
being cocktail waitresses” 

“Every man gotta have a good 
woman." I told the same girl later when, 
amazingly, she came through for us in 
the hotel fan room on the top floor. It 
was greal. a 
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Me and Stiggs Painstakingly and 
Magnanimously Thank the Following People 
for Making This Issue Amazing 
as Well as Possible 


IRST OFF, WE'D LIKE TO THROW A GIANT BERLIN WALL FLOODLIGHT 

of attention on Dan Nelken for doing such an exemplary job of takin; 

the photographs. His superior ability to capture the thousands of dif- 

ferent horrible shapes that our bodies and mouths were twisted into, 

especially Stiggs’, really brought us to life. 

Second off, it’s an item of complete zenith paramountcy to launch 

into unremitting Moslem-insaniac-style chanting and adorational 
hooting for Kate Gallagher for coordinating all the people, places, and things 
involved in this production, in conjunction with the general deification of David 
Kaestle, who directed the photography. 

Third off, me and Stiggs are totally out of our fucking minds with gratitude 
and reverence for Tod Carroll and Ted Mann for making us up and writing this 
entire issue. Without them, we would probably be just ordinary goofballs with 
reasonable attitudes and not drunk. 

When in the middle of nowhere in Ontario, Canada, be sure to stay at the Delta Meadowvale Inn, the amazing 


hotel where most of the stuff in this issue was written, in rooms 1001 and 1002, which are now roped off as 
exhibits, 


Serving Hopeless, 
Worthless Junkies for 


Part of the Summer 


_ Getan OC. and Stiggs 
Love House Fshirt 


Dear Sirs: | would like to order a 
Love House T-shirt because | 
sympathize with hopeless, 
worthless junkies exactly as 
O.C. and Stiggs do. Please 
find enclosed my check or 
money order for $5.95 plus 
$1.50 postage and handling 
(payable to National Lampoon) 
for each shirt ordered 


srg halts z —_small —-medium large 
{te Sommer 4 


NAME,. 


(please print) 
ADDRESS. 


city__sTaTe___zP. 


l enclose §. to 

National Lampoon Dept. NL1082, 
635 Madison Avenue, 

New York, N.Y. 10022 


NO, LEANNE, 
ICAN'T GOTO THE WHO ABE VOUS 


HI, I'M BACKWARDS DANCE WITH 
THE GHOST OF YOU TONIGHT —I'M GOING TO 
GIRLS YOU WON'T BE...IMEAN, I'VE GOT TO DO SOME 
GO OUT WITH. SEISMIC OIL EXPLORATION 

IN,..AH...CANADA, 
SORRY, 'BYE. 


YOU KNOW = 
A GIRL NAMED LEANNE 
STURGIS? SHE NEVER HAS 
MANY DATES..,SPENT EIGHTY 
Wow, THIS DOLLARS ON ANEW DRESS 


FOR THE BACKWARDS WANTED MORE ™ 
TBE TRUE. DANCE... THAN ANYTHING IN 


THE WORLD TO GO OUT 
WITH YOU TONIGHT... 
1 


= 


YOU TURNED HER GOOD THING. 
DOWN AND LIED TO HER, HOW DO YOU THINK 
DIDN'T YOU? IT'D MAKE ME LOOK IF 

YOU WENT OUT WITH 
HOGS LIKE THAT? 
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BARCLAY 


- The pleasure is back. 
INGTORNG 


IMGT) 

1 Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 

9) % 1a, r free That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 
e 


ys 
ila 
“Gen a it 
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Letters 


(CONTINUED FROM 
Sirs: 

The popularization of state songs is 
nothing new, For quite a while now, 
“Georgia on My Mind” has been the 
official song of the state of Georgia. 
This is the number later pees by 
singer Ray Charles. Well, I don't know 
where you went to school, but where | 
come from, we learned our state song in 
grade school and sang it together in 
class. So now there will be a group of 
thirty grade-school children somewhere 
in New Jersey singing, “Strap your 
hands “cross my engines.” “Tramps like 
us?’ “It’s a suicide pact?” and “I want to 
die with you, Wendy. on the street 
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tonight in’ an everlasting kiss?” All in 
falsetto chorus, 
Beatrice Carruthers 
Tienton 
Sirs: 


The rest of the planet may be round, 
but the state of Kansas is flat. Believe 
me. Very, very flat. 


Tommy Dillings 
Kansas City, Kans. 


Sirs: 

My name is James Whitmore. You 
may have seen me in my series of one- 
man shows portraying Wil Rogers, 
Harry Truman, Teddy 


oosevelt, and. 


year’s Give ’Em Goochie-Goochie, 
Charo. However, | am not an actor—I 
am a severely disturbed schizophrenic 
who repeatedly assumes the personal- 
ities of hae people. Rather than cur- 
ing me when this happens, my un- 
scrupulous doctors send me out to do 
another one-man show, They receive a 
hefty share of the gate, while I remain 
their helpless slave, unable to... 
uh... We will fight them on the beaches. 
I have nothing to give but blood, toil, 
tears, and sweat. This was their finest 


hour. 
Winston “Give Em Bloody 
Hell” Churchill 
On the road again 
Sirs: 


I figured out a way to make an easy 
million bucks. I’m going to print up a 
bumper sticker that says IF YOU READ 
THIS, YOU OWE ME A DOLLAR, Then I'll 
slap it on the Buick and drive around 
until I pass a million people on the road. 
Sounds simple, but it might work! 

Richie Dingman 
San Diego, Cal. 


Sirs: 

It seems like almost nobody remem- 
bers anymore to hitch up their pants 
justbefore sitting down, Time was you 
wouldn't ever walk into a room without 
first reminding yourself to “pull up 
before you sit down? Nowadays people 


“Learn to kick this ball between those posts and the 
Americans will make you rich.” 


just don’t give a damn. I guess. It’s sad 
that our insatiable lust for “progress” 
continually thrusts aside accepted social 
conventions. One is tempted to ask. 
where will it end? And while we're at it. 
how come women no longer smooth 
down the seat of their dress just before 
sitting? It used to give me such a thrill. 
Tom House 
Bar Harbor, Maine 


| Sirs: 


There must be “fifty ways to make 
me taller”: 

Get out the rack, Jack 

Eat a lot of soy. Roy 

Grow some more hair, Jer 

Buy elevator legs. 

Lower the doorknobs on your house, 

Klaus 

You don’t need to discuss how 

Just wear thick socks, Jacques 

And walk on little pegs. 


Paul Simon 
Los Angeles, Cal. 


Sirs: 

Did you know that all astronauts 
have tiny cocks? It’s true. The reason is 
that spacecraft are very small and if an 
astronaut with a normal-size cock were 
to have a hard-on, his wiener would get 
crushed against the side of the space- 
craft. One time I saw Frank Borman in 
a men’s room and. | tell you, it was like 
“Is that a thimble in your pocket or are 
you just glad to see me?” Then recently 
Lsaw Neil Armstrong and the guy’s 
cock was maybe half an inch long. So I 
asked him about it and he told me that 
all kinds of studs washed out of the pro- 
gram because they couldn't pass the 
Tittle-cock physical. This is no bullshit. 

Lee Neilson 
Houston, Tex. 


‘or God's sake, someone take pity on 

me and leave me out overnight. so T can 

die of exposure. I'm tired of growing to 

Bee Gees records. ae petit chablis 

poured on my roots, and having people 

roll up my leaves to snort cocaine with. I 
just wantto die with a little dignity. 

An Areca Palm 

Captive ina groovy apartment 

(TOW TINGED PAGE 
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Coming— 
A New National Lampoon 
Record Album 


“SEX, DRUGS, 
ROCK’N’ ROLL. 
AND THE END OF 
THE WORLD” 
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By subscribing to 
National Lampoon you can 
help us settle a terrible argument 
between Mandy and Candy. 


Mandy and Candy here have just had one of the most 
awful arguments you ever heard. Well, Mandy told Candy 
(they‘re both marketing experts with MBAs) that she could sell 
more subscriptions to National Lampoon by wearing lots of eye 
shadow and posing in wholesome outdoor surroundings than 
Candy could posing her way. Candy said, “Tell me another one!” 

Candy says that modern men respond better to a sales 
pitch that features an attractive woman, wearing minimal 


makeup, more coyly posed against a plain dark background, 
“Double phooey,” says Mandy, 

So it’s up to you, the reader, to settle this argument by 
subscribing to the marketing technique of your choice. You can 
also save money, but that’s a minor point outlined on the cov- 
pon, So, please, subscribe today for the marketing MBA of your 
choice and help us settle this argument between two girls 
we're very, very fond of. Maybe then we’ll get some peace. 


“1 just know 
I'm right,” says 
Mandy, “Fill 
out my coupon 
and help me 
really show 
Candy!” 


OCC eo aoe eoOeeH OOo oOHOHeOenOOe 
° 
Sirs: 

As far as I'm concerned, MBA Mandy 
has the superiors theory. Put me down 
for her. 


ecoecccosscos 


Mail coupon to National Lampoon, Dent NL Ir 
635 Madison Avenue, New York, NY 10022 Make 
check or money order payable 10 National Lempoon 


Please enter my subscription for one yeor ot the 
price of $9.95, That's a sovings of $2.00 on the 
basic subscription price and @ savings of $14.05 
on the newsstand price 
1 prefer o two-year subscription ot $13.75. Thor's 
a sovings of $4,20 on the basic subscription price 
and o savings of $34 25 on the newsstand price 
2 Make thot a three-year subscription at $18.50, 
That's o savings af $6.45 on the basic subscription 
price ond a sovings of $53.50 on the newsstond 
price. 


For each year, add $5.00 for Conado, Mexico, and 
other foreign countries. All checks must be in US 
funds 


NAME NAME 
ADDRESS ADDRESS. 
city STATE up cny STATE up 


_ gine epcecianeieie “Use my 
irs: 
1 go along with MBA Candy, In the $ COUPON to 
acumen and marketing-strategy depart- © subscribe to 
ment she couldn/t be more right. Sign National 
me up. 
Lampoon,” 


Mail coupon to National Lampoon, Dept NL 1082 
635 Madison Avenue, New York, NY 10022 Make 
check or money order payable to National Lampoon 


says Candy. 
“Nye just got to 
put that Mandy 
in her place. 
She thinks 

she knows 
everything.” 


2 enter my subscription for one yeor a the 
price of $9 95 Thar’s.a savings of $2 00 on the 
bosie subscription price and a sovings of $14 0S 
on the newsstand price 


1! prefer @ two-year subscription ot $13.75. That's 
@ savings of $4.20 on the bosic subscription price 
‘ond sovings of $34.25 on the newsstand price 

0 Moke thot o three-year subscription at $18 50 
That's o savings of $6 45 on the basic subscription 
price ond a savings of $53 50 on the newsstand 
price 


For each year, add $5.00 for Canado, Mexico, and 
other foreign countries All checks must be in US 
funds 


For even faster service, call toll-free 
1-800-331-1750, ask for Operator #31, 


eocoeccesccacccescecs 


oo 


eeccece 


For even faster service, call toll-free 
1-800-331-1750, ask for Operator #31. 


eee 
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6 al EVEN CHILD SOUM(REDIBLY UGLY THAT THOSE WHO VitiW HER KILL THEHs 
i OR MAVE THE CORNEAS OF THEIR EYES BURHED ouT? 

A YOUR HONOR, You HAVE SEES A PHOTOGRAPH oF MY CLIENT'S 

hace PORE Tax tomes m Gdns) | HEMORRHOIDS IF YoU ul. PLACE YOUR FINGERS UNDER, THIS 
ENTERS THE WRONG ROCHA MISTAKING count CHEESECLOTA BAA, THEY WILL TELL YOU JUST How HIDEOUS A 
A'MRS«WINOGRAD’S HEMORRHOIDS FOR FACE CAN BE~AND WHY WE SAY THAT To COMPARE THIS Hipgous, 
DERDRE’S FACE. HENS ELATEDs BELIEVING, PEARDRE 1p) LEACE TO AIRE. WINOGRAD'S east 15 CRIMINAL SLANDER! 


V-..MMM, THE ONLY THING I >THE RECORD, MR. VARAAS~ 
CAN COMPARE IT To WOULD | Az PLAINTIFF'S ATTORNEY, 
BE AN ELEPHANT’S KNEE... WHAT DOES HER FACE FEL 


LIKE To Your 
ay e eee IT FEELS LIKE 


THE INTERIOR OF AN “@ 
iA J ELEPHANTS EAR, 
YOUR HONOR. -. 


Mw OT FEELS LIKE.» 
iat (or big cps BAILIFF, WAT NS Te ME, SubaE, IT 


DOES IT FEEL. aug 
LIKE TO You? . Ae 


YOU. THERE, THE y, ‘ 'D KEICA ME, HANH? 
BLIND MAN, HOW a LOTSA PEOPLE TRIED, BUT YA’ 

ABOUT YOU * ) CAN'T FOOL THESE OLD FINGERS! 

HEH, HEH, HEH, THIS AIN'T DEIRDRE, 

IT'S IRS. WINOGRADS HEMORRHOIDS ! 
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A ee 
THIS MONTH: A VISIT TO 
THE CUTPOORS 


SPEQALLY MADE SHOES AND SOMENMES EVEN CONDITIONS IN THE OuTpooRS, 
ARE CFTEN NECESSARY, SPECIAL AND ais 


r = 
i; é 
s 


ear ogee 
NPN VK ae IG 


INSURED IN IT YBARLS. 


USNS AREER An, SESTENS 


Ward C 


THE DOCTOR SAYS 
LCANT G0 HOME 
UNTIL ZSTOP DRIVING 
IMAGINARY. ZARS 
THROUGH THE HALLS. 


THE? RE PROBABLY JUST 
BECAUSE I CRASHED 
ttn /T INTO THE 
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REALLY, THERE WAS 
A PIMOOUTM ~ARKED 
OUTSIDE oF MY RoOM 
THIS MORNING! 


by Tom Cheney 


Z MEAN, THERES 
NOTHING To 20 AROUND 
HERE BUT TAKE PILLS OR 
JERK OFF, So Z Took 
IT POR A DRIVEL 


WHY ARE You ALL 
BANDAGED UP, ANY WAYL 


THIS MORNING £ 
THOUGHT LT WASA 
x PLYMOUTH. 
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Problems by Ron Hauge 


YY UPSTAIRS NEIGHBOR HEN HE LEFT FOR HIS 2 MONTH VACATION] [EgEaRERerys 
ri iO aweiey [HE LEFT HIS STEREO ON AND SET IT TO | BRUM EMN IEMs 
TE eer) | TURN OFF BY ITSELF. .s 


ff 


PROP ae OF TENNESSEE ERNIE 
FORD. MY NEIGHBOR 

WAS LONG OUT OF 

ee HEARING 

RANGE. 


pres0ul to. 
reye Saul 3 


Tk 
KING INTO Hig APARTMENT]. [NAGE FN TA ALey 
See <2 pacaane a MADETSENSE 


(Ca ae ““S Been owe my Soul to 
ao 6 ene Fennessee ery 
7 oh OMe my So 
ie FCrnessee 
ye} 2 ) ia = 
GE | s 


FAILED Ar BREA 
Ne ATF 


Politenessman by Ron Barrett 


N THE LOCKER ROOM OF THE DAYTONA WHEN SUDDENLY POLITENESSHAN | WPA) Were..UM...AUST TAKING 
Jian DACHSHUNDS, THE ATHLETES | KWQS BURSTS FORTH FROM AN Wy YEA uirnie... UL... SOY POWDER! 
PSSCAnE URCORLVES asl ABANDONED LM OCKER ELLA Mt 1 AN ENERGY EOOSTER. 


WHAT 
SA [Se TRAnspiRes2) ( youre: sreicrty 
( OFESIDES IF YOU Yay 
PUT FOOD UP YOURYS 


sill l= Il 


AND IT'S A SOCIAL : THERES BEEN NO STOPPING DAYTONA 
FUMBLE TO f TONIGHT - THEY VE SCORED 35 TIMES ! 
g S . WHAT A DIFFERENCE IT WOULD HAVE MADE 
(6 THEY HAD THE BALL. 


XW aA see 
NO MATTER WHAT THEIR RELIGION OR RACE, NEVER SNEEZE IN SOMEONES FACE. THANK YOu! 
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The Rabbit Boy by Len Glasser 


REM THE REVOLUTIAR/E™) [ MEANWHILE — 
SECRET H/DE OUT. WW THE ase 


THE 
SOM! Peice. 


INK 
1000,008 RA NEE, 
lo 


FUHILE BACK aT the  & 7 

f 2 r MERICALS MOB/LIZE TO GET Go Kn 

2 ERIS H0geur., Bee BERT 'S RELEASE ae fed 

( WADDA YA 0 8B Cae. AAU: ETT UP 
‘aap \L ete 


THE OTHERS OR Se 


b YouRE LEAD! 2 


WHo /s THUS Li =| 
STRANGER 7 ed 


ANGERED BY BERT'S CAPTIVIT 
TE RABBIT WoeLD PLANS A? 
DARING RESCUG.:: 
os 


7 


[ De TF, R 
YOU TAKE \ THE ELSE 
CoveH) “THE Ave, beer ie 6! 


TO BE your ¢/ fr 
barge awe 
mee tes 


hii 
a . Aig 
Ae 


Milan a Y= 


THIE POPES, 


EVE FOREVER 
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Lessons in Life 
ORGANIZED CRIME _ 


by Mimi Pond 
UNORGANIZED CRIME 


OKAY, FOLKS, Stick "EMUP! 
Ho 
°@ | FORGOT 


Zeb Piker 


by Hollinger 
A FEW oF || {/NKE LIFETIME COLLECTION Ge LET 
ZEB PIKER’S OF CELLULITE YOu Gor A LITTLE SACKTIME 5’ 
FAMOUS LINES MAYBE 2 
FOR 
PICKING UP 
CHICKS 


MOPERATE TO LIMITED 


NEVER WORKS. MOST WOMEN 


SUCCESS , il FIND SLUGS REVOLTING. 
by M. K. Brown 
MARK, 
You Do NEED 
ING To 
GIV Eva On E 
. oSt 
‘ood, AUNT MARY, : = DowN 
KS A Lo : 
hig meer 
Rauow You'Re Lo EANy 
Wwsv WITH LGA SAMLES : 
WL LAATE 
Ol | 
*T EVEN 
wl \Qencants 
nt 


ew ‘| y) pl EX Pr. ros 
BELA) ZOSKE BEAATY GOS 


NEXT MONTH: JUST A LITTLE MORE OFF THE SIDES 
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Timberland Tales by B. K. Taylor 


(_ A LocAL THEATER |S WHERE WE FIND : MAURICES ATTENTION 1S SUDDENLY 

A NAURICE AND CONSTABLE TOM, HIGHLY fe DIVERTED FROM THE MOVIE... 

ENGROSSED IN A FILM. = Py 
am ‘ 


aye 


Deer an 
Resets Karnteen., Mnunice- 


ey 
CALAN ASI. 

Ne Jou, "GRAIN OANAGE 
cee 


SHEN MAURICE'S SODA SPILLS, AND } 
THE CHEMISTRY OF ICE AGAINST SKIN... (A 
aH . 


A SHORT WHILE LATER, 
THINGS ARE BACK TO NORMAL 
co 


@198L BAS. TeaylOr, 
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Alive with 
pleasure! 


rt 
Wy 


Newport 


Afterall, 
if smoking isn't a pleasure, 


why bother? 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


Great Days seem to happen 
more often when you're 
wearing Brut" by Fabergé. 
After shave, after shower, 
after anything? 


94 October 1982 


Letters 


(CONTINUED FROM 
Sirs: 

I have just invented the world’s first 
time machine. Unfortunately, it’s not 
quite perfect—it will travel only fifteen 
minutes forward or backward ‘in time. 
The following portion of this letter will 
be written fifteen minutes in the future: 

Boy, isn’t this exciting? Not really, 
huh? There's not much else I can do—l 
can skip ahead in time to watch only the 
dirty parts of cable-TV shows, and I'm 
never late for a class, ‘but that’s about it. 
Maybe I'll just forget the whole thing. 

Felix Poindexter 

Massachusetts Institute of Technology 


PAGE 8&5) 


Sirs: 
How many rock musicians does it 
take to screw in a light bulb? Five. One 
to screw it in and four to sit around 
backstage and do a lot of coke and stuff 
and then gang-bang a groupie. 
Joey Ada 
New York 


ty 
PS. What’s black and white and red all 
over? A bleeding punk rocker wearing 
black pants and a white shirt. 


have something terrible to reveal, 
No sooner did our Antivivisectionist 
League et a court injunction to. stop 
people from cutting up live rats and 


pussycats than we discovered something | 


even worse. It’s fiendish, it’s ghoulish, 
and it’s wid ad. Do you realize that 
right now. at this very moment. in hospi- 
tals all across this country, doctors are 
cutting up living people? Think about it. 
Not corpses. not stiffs. but live human 
beings are going under the knife every 
day, Well, that comes to a halt right now, 
What we'll do to these butchers will 
make the Nuremberg trials look like a 
Miss America pageant, and you can 
pon a year’s supply of flea collars on 
that. 


Jeremy Budgie 
Antivivisectionist League of America 


Hey! Listen to this! Me and my 
friends found this really cool way to 
have some laughs and get famous real 
quick too! Our town’s cable-TV com- 
pany has this extra channel they're not 
using? And they said it’s okay for us:to 


go down thereon a Wednesday night | 


and do our own show! And it’ really 
cool, because we can do anything we 


wantto and there’s nobody looking over | 


our shoulders like if we were on regular 
TY, And get this! We figure that when 
our show hits we're gonna have to beat 


the chicks away with clubs, if you know 
what I mean! So far, all we have written 
is the title, but when you see the listing 
in TV Guide for “The Shitface 
Motherfuckers Show” be sure to check 
itout! 
Matty 
Bloomfield, N.J. 


Sirs: 

Bad news, I just got back from the 
Philippines, where I learned, to my dis- 
may, that the kid I’ve been sending all 
that money to has been using it for 
dope. Every day she goes out into the 
rice fields and gets loaded, Boy, am I 
disappointed. 

Sally Struthers 
Westwood, Cal. 


Sirs: 
I take pride in my work. | win 
awards, for Cripes’ sake, Look at this: I 
ot the Piera, the praying hands, 
odin’s The Thinker... Are we talking 
carving, or what? Look, I got sports fig- 
ures, I got entertainers. Here! Is this a 
bust of Elvis, or what? Here's another 
one, full figure... Look at the work on 
that guitar. You think ['d be making a 
fortune, right? Bullshit! Soon as people 
find out these’re earwax, they put ‘em 
down and run\to another booth, I tell 
you, being a fucking genius is no piece 
of cake, 


Barry Loughner 
Couchsprings, Wyoming 


Sirs: 

Never ask a rat for a light. Our re- 
search shows that mos' will appear 
to oblige such a request just so they can 
get close enough to bite your lip. 

Federal Rat Research Commission 
Washington, D.C, 


Sirs: 

A couple of years ago, hair started 
prowing out of my face. Then, last year, 
hair started growing underneath my 
arms. Now hair is growing near my pri- 
vate parts. Is this shit going to stop, or 
am I going to be a fucking gorilla by the 
time I’m sixteen? 

Lance Dunbar 
Aberdeen, S. Dak. 


Sirs: 

In this topsy-turvy world where infla- 
tion seems hell-bent on destroying our 
financial resources, the wise investor 
seeks a prudent investment that will 
continue to increase in value no matter 
what outside economic conditions may 
be. May we suggest our portfolio of 
handsome abandoned refrigerators? 
These ancient Kenmores and Amanas 
have increased in value for seventeen 
consecutive years. We have all kinds of 
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models available, from tiny iceboxes 
suitable for storage in studio apartments 
to huge, _19.1-cubic-foot-capacity 
models you'd be proud to display in 
your den. Send now for our free 
catalog. 
Arnold Dellis 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


Sirs: 

There I was giving my weather fore- 
cast on a local Hawaiian radio station 
the morning of December 7. 1941, and I 
happened to mention that there would 
be a little nip in the air, Well, as you well 
know, it turned out there were a /or of 
little Nips in the air later that very 
morning. The guys around the radio 
station got a pretty big kick out of that 
one. 

John “Storm” Weathers 
Hawaii 


Sirs: 
What is Herve Villechaize’s favorite 
M&M? De plain! De plain! 
Lori Mar 
Hollywood 


Sirs: 

My husband and I are both employ. 1 
work as the clerk in the City Hall and 
my husband he is city dogeatcher. But 
this problem, every time we get in the 
bed to sleeping, | am find the different 
hairs in the sheets. My husband say this 
is unavoidable, because the nature his 
work is, and also of nature of animals, 
that they lose the hairs. Possible true, 
and this will make sense. But. Always is 


a different kind hair in the sheets, One 
night it is the short brown hairs, next the 
long curly ones, then the straight red 
ones, and sometimes even the hairs with 
spots also. My husband says is the 
reason because that they stick to his 
clothes, the hairs. But this is no explain 
how they are in"the bed, because he is 
never sleep in his uniform. Is all this nat- 
ural and okay, or is he sick to make the 
bed hairy like this? Excusing myself 
now to go scratching the fleas. 
Mrs. Hercules Salados 
Ogdensburg, N.Y. 


Sirs: 

Did you know that Steve Roper and I 
have been closet homosexual lovers for 
years and years now? If you missed it, 
you must be pretty dumb, you silly 
things. Like, notice how I never married 
Honeydew Melon, and something is 
always happening to Steve Roper’s 
wife? Well, ta, you brutes. I've got a 
truck to drive, if you know what] mean. 

Mike Nomad 
Stillat 
Ma Jong: 


a 
A New National Lampoon. 
Record Album 


“SEX, DRUGS, 
ROCK’N’ROLL 
AND THE. END OF 

THE WORLD” 


“The cat did it.” 


Carry 
abig 
stick 


of protection. 


Brut 33 
Anti-Perspirant Stick Deodorant. 
Effective glide-on protection 
you can carry—plus 
the great smell of Brut® 
By Fabergé. 
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VODKA] 


iN 
ISTILLED FROM GRAIN 


DISTILLED BY 


SE NERAL WINE «SPIRIT, 


So why pay the difference? 


If you think a higher priced vodka makes a be a better both excellent. So next time you buy vodka, 
Bloody Mary, do yourself a favor. remember there's one big difference between 
Conduct your own taste test, comparing Nikolai Nikolai and Smirnoff. The price. 


Vodka to Smirnoff-one of the highest priced national 
brands. Detect a difference? We couldn't. They're 
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TRUE 


True 
Facts 


OLICE BOMB EXPERTS 
cordoned off a two-block 
area around the Kenmore, 
Ohio, home of John Call, 
fifty-four, while they dis- 
mantled what turned out to be a pack- 
age containing paper, candle wax, 
wires, a battery, and a badly battered 
clock, Call had found what appeared to 
be a bomb ticking on his front porch. A 
police spokesman said that Call was 
particularly lucky that the device was 
not a bomb, because before calling po- 
lice he had taken the package into his 
backyard and beat it with a bumper 
jack until it stopped ticking. Akron Bea- 
con Journal (contributed by & Nichols) 


BLANDINE PIEGAY, FOURTEEN, OF LA 
Talaudiere, France, claimed that the 
Blessed Virgin Mary appeared to her on 
a Saturday afternoon in the kitchen of 
her home, saying, “Hello, my child, and 
good-bye, my child, until next Satur- 
day?’ Since then, said the girl, Mary had 
appeared at regular intervals, at least 
thirty-two times. 

Afier a Paris magazine reported the 
visions, some four thousand people 
gathered at Piegay’s home to witness the 
next scheduled appearance, The girl 
told the pilgrims that if they wanted to 
see the vision for themselves they would 
have to look into the sun with their eyes 
open. Of those who complied with 
Piegay’s instructions, dozens suffered 
serious eye damage, while others 
reported seeing pink clouds, smoke, a 
golden cross, and various floating 
objects. National Catholic Reporter 
(contributed by Joseph Forbes) 


THE LOS ANGELES POLICE COMMIS- 
sion voted to curtail the use of certain 
choke holds used to subdue suspects 
after fifteen incidents of death involving 
the holds. Eleven of the fifteen victims 
were black, noted the commission, 
which also ordered an inquiry into the 


SECTION 


police chief's remark that blacks may be 
more likely to die from the holds than 
“normal people” AP (contributed by 
Greg Renz) 


A TWENTY-YEAR-OLD MAN FROM 
Birmingham, England, died of burns 
caused by a severe electric shock. The 

oung welder, identified as Mr. Hayes, 
fad apparently been drinking before he 
urinated off of a railroad bridge and 
onto a catenary wire carrying 25,000 
volts of electricity. Officials speculate 
that the current traveled back up the 
continuous stream of urine, delivering 
the lethal shock to Mr, Hayes. Birming- 
ham Evening Mail (contributed by M. J. 
Milne) . 


DISC JOCKEYS STEVE DAHL AND 
Garry Meier, on Chicago’ radio station 
WLS, regularly ribbed their assistant, 
twenty-year-old Marcus Palmer, who 
weighed nearly three hundred pounds. 
When Palmer was scheduled for sur- 


gery to remove his tonsils and adenoids. 
Dahl spent a week razzing him on the 
ain, saying that if Palmer went into the 
hospital, he would die. To cap a week’s | 
worth of joking, Dahl and Meier made 
an on-the-air phone call to Cook 
County Hospital and were told along 
with their audience that Palmer “came 
through the surgery fine.’ but while he 
was still in the operating room he tore 
an oxygen tube out of his nose, stopped 
breathin , and suffered cardiac arrest. 
Palmer died two hours later, Los Ange- 
les Times (contributed by Dan Zellman) 


SPEAKING BEFORE PARLIAMENT IN 
Nairobi, Kenya, a government cabinet 
minister responded to charges that the 
nation’s airline hostesses were ugly. 
“You should sympathize with them if 
they are ug Said Minister of State G. 
Kariuki, at do you want them to 
© you want them 


do if they are ugly? 
f of Reuter (contributed 


to kill themselves 
by James Cryer) 
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Dan Forbes, Visalia, Cal. 
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He knows what he wants and 
he knows how to get it. And ever 
since he was a little kid there 
was one thing he wanted more 
than anything else: to be a pro- 
fessional racing driver, 

His name is Michael Rosen 
and today he’s one of the hot- 
test young drivers on the motor- 
racing scene. At e-z wider we are very proud to be spon- 
soring Michael because his quest for excellence is a brilliant 
Teli (clots ovate) moxtbmonnvonmecoyalaporeprureae evel CeraloroyaMce Matt) bravacyare! 
excellence in the products we make, You know them: e-z 


Pawo: 


The House of Rizla, Mail Order Division 
Box 5428 Hicksville, New York 11816 


Yes, |'m ready to roll my own the e-z way. 


wider cigarette rolling papers. 
OU nrcnvarcensiivnvedhvalvarcuutacctenicoltner tal 
buy anywhere. Each leaf in an 
e-z wider booklet is mace of the 
highest quality, watermarked 
rice paper with a thin line of 
natural gum arabic for a perfect 
seal every time, And e-z widers 
are now available in the tradi- 
tional doublewide, 1/4 and 14 widths...and our newest 
ultra-thin e-z wider lights in.1% widths. So whatever your 
smoking preference may be, e-z wider's got your size. 
And remember, when you're rolling your own, roll e-z. 


Please send me the following boxes | 


of e-z wider cigarette rolling papers. | certify that | am at least 18 years old. 


(N.Y. residents add 7% sales tax) 
Money Order 51 VISA # 


Master Card # 


» 


Allow 4-6 weeks 


The House of Rizla 485 Levi 


on Ave 


ai 
taste 


Boxes, 25 bkits e-z wider double wide 


for delivery 


nue New York, NY, 10017 (212) 922-1800 


True Industry Readers’ Page 


VEE 


DISTRIBUTORS 


Harry Garton, Salt Lake City, Ut 
TEE ur 


Paul Strauss, Berkeley, Cal. 


a: =” : “ vd) 
John Thibodeau, Albany, N.Y. Kenneth J. Berryhill, Austin, Tex. 
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LYNCHBURG 


HARDWARE & GENERAL STORE 


ety, 
vie us 


JACK DANIEL’S 
FIELD TESTER SHIRTS 
These are just like the shirts old Wallace 


Last Word T-Shirt 

Hand silkscreened 3-color design on 100% cotton, 
$6.95 + 1.00 ea. p & h, COLORS: Black or Navy 
BASEBALL JERSEYS: White/Black sleeves, $9.95 ++ 
1.00 ea, p & h. ADULT SIZES S-M-L-XL, BUTTONS: 
$1.00 + 25¢ p&h, Foreign OrdersU.S, funds only, add 
$2,00/shirt p & h. From: PEACEMEAL GRAPHICS, 
DEPT. BOOM! P.O. Box 172-NL, Pittsburgh, PA 
15230. CATALOG available $ 50 FREE w/order 

©1982 Peacemeal Graphics 


Beery used to wear. Of course, my shirts 
have the added feature of a “Jack Daniel's 
Old No. 7 Field Tester” on the chest. Made 
of 50% cotton-50% polyester they wash 
easy and keep their shape. Colors: Natural 
with brown lettering, red or black with white 
lettering. Sizes: XS, S, M, L, XL. $15.00 
delivered. 


Send check, money order or use America Express, 
Visa or MasterCard, including all numbers and 
signature. (Add 6%% sales tax for TN delivery.) 


“(| Fora free catalog, write to Eddie Swing at the above 
» address. Telephone: 615-759-7184. y | 


_—__ eee 


MUSIC 
YOUR MONEY! 


Nobody's got a catalog packed like ours 
because nobody siashes list prices 

dol HERE'S PR 

LABEL — FROM POP, ROCK, AND JAZZ TO. 
COUNTRY AND WESTERN. 


TREMENDOUS SAVINGS 


UST PRICE UST PRICE UST PRICE 
5.98 8,98 9. 


Let Them Zero In On Your Head Trip Antennas! 


Send check or money order: $2.00 for 1, $5 for3. 
or $9 for6 PLUS $1 50 for postage & handling to 


Multi Enterprises, P.O. Box 47, Miquon, PA 19452 


! enclose $. | for items checked above, 


{indicate quantity.) 
Name 
Address. 
City 


| | Face Mask 


: 88 
18 OR in 7 9 9 
3 cateere G cASSErTE cAgserre 


FREE J&R RECORD CATALOG 


SEND FOR YOUR FREE 32-PAGE RECORD & 


. & 
TITLES IN STOCK, POP, ROCK, JAZZ, COUNTRY & 
WESTERN. 
SUPER FAST SERVICE 
J&R’s Computer Contralled Express Mall Order 
ervice means NO DELAY! 


foltreee: (BOO) 221-8180 


IW F.Y., HAWAIL & ALASKA: CALL (2112) 732-8600 


RESEARCH PAPERS 
HOT LINE 


SEND $2 FOR CATALOG 

OF 14,000 TOPICS OR CALL TOLL FREE 
800-621-5145 FOR INFORMATION 
IN ILLINOIS CALL (312) 922-0300 

Authors! Research, Room 600-1107 § Dearborn, Chicago, M 60605 


AUDIO CASSETTES 

MAXELL ALIS: 53.95 ToR 41.09, 1! 
MAXELLUDXLIC90 2.95 TOK OCD 119 
MAXELLUDMUICSO — 12.49 TOK ADCO 29 
MARELL UDKLICEO $2.49 TOK ADC. 1159 

upc #2149 SONY UCSCaD 15.29 
MAXELL (8.002ack 18189 SONY UOXSCOD = 3.49 
TDK SACO 1229 SoMy Focres0 1289 
TDK SACO 12°37 ASE Proworiicso 1278 


‘MINIRUM ORDER 12 TAPES — ADDITIONAL 59% 
DISCOUNT ON 100 OR MORE TAPES 


AN 
PROCESSING, $25 MARANA ORDER. ag 
Insurance Charge & 3% of totr oraer wah 2 $8.95 minimum. 
WE SHIP TO CONTINENTAL U.S,, ALASKA, HAVA, PUERTO RICO, 

ONLY, Canadian Orders AdG York Shipping, with 3 
{795 minimum, charge | For shipments by au, please double 
these cnaraes (PN €.0.0.3. NEW YORK STATE RESIDENTS 
PLEASE ADD SALES TAX’ ALL i IPPED BRAND Ty 
FACTORY FRESH AND 100% GUARANTEE! 


AD ae eee 


O 
S= 


Have You Ever 
Wanted to Kick 
Somebody’s Can? 


Now it's possible! There's RONALD 
REA-KAN, AFRO-KAN, MEXI-KAN, 
KU KLUX-KAN, ITALI-KAN, and 
AMERI-KAN. 

A great organizer. hideout for valuable 
stash, holds pencils, pens. etc 

P Sits proudly anywhere! Each is bright. 
colorful and funny Comes with instruc 
tions and fitted lid. Friends wil fove it 
Neat gift idea 

Order yours today! Only $3.50 each postage paid Send check or 
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Genuine surgical squbsry 
The Original 
Scrub Duds” | 
. Authentic hospital colors. | 
Reversible. 
Double stitched. 
Comfortable and 
Machine washable, 
“Whatever you do, 
do It In Scrub Duds" "" 


You'll love themill 
So, order yours now! 
Moll to: 


| 

| 

| 

| 

Scrub Duds * 
P.O. Box 239 

Plymouth, Mi 48170 L 

] 

! 

I 

| 

| 

| 


Send for our free brochure of entire line 


Indicate Number 
Color S| Mm | t | xe Price Total 
Tops (chest) 3a | a9 [aa | sa 


— ee ee ee ee ee 


Gi Bue $ 8.95 
Mssty Green 58,95 
Bottoms (waist) 32] 36 [40 | aa 
Cell Blue $9.95 

| Misty Green 59.95 


Charge to () Visa Merchandise Total___. a 
O) Mastercnarge Muh Aes 4% Tox 
eine Postage § Handing $1.50 # 
| Date Total Enclosed 1 
| Account | 
| Signature { 
| Name. | 
| psaress | 
| city State Zip. ! 
j ORDER TODAY —U.S, FUNDS ONLY — | 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE Rie 
ee ed es ee coe es CE SD ol 


Now you can 

receive dozens of 

new, colorful, exciting 
catalogs absolutely free! 


Just check three of your most 
favorite categories in the coupon 
below and send it to us along with 
only $1.00 for processing your order. 
You won’t be disappointed! 
Only the finest of mail order catalogs will 
be sent to your home... . Act Today! 
es cet SYS 
| YES, \'d like to receive dozens of new, color- ] 
ful, exciting catalogs. I've checked my three 
favorite categories below and enclose $1.00 
for processing. | understand that all catalogs 
] will be sent to me absolutely free and | am ] 
under no obligation to purchase anything. ] 
© Cosmetics Food Coupons Nt ib 

| O Jewelry Clothing 

| 0 Gift Ideas Home Furnishings ] 
5 Electronics Sewing & Knitting 
© Toys & Games © Health Products 

| © Automotive © Collecting (Coins, \ 


L 


oo 


10 


C Magic & Gags stamps, etc.) 

0 Hobbies & Crafts 3 Other. = ] 

Name I 
| (please print) 
| Address | 
| City State Zip 


Mail to: Nationwide Catalog Network, Inc. | 
373 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10016 be 


LASSIFIED ADS 


38x. | KIDDIE PORN 
RI APs wy cans 5 ..NEW SAYINGS... arts 
% 
Ir 10 YOu. (RED HEART WITH 3x 1@ BEER 
74 HN ono yen oon, eu LACK PRINTING) PLUS OVER 100 MORE OF THE, ‘ 1 
75. FM NT 76 GET, MOST RUDEST SAYINGS ON bx 1 70 uusHT 
76. HOW CAN SAY! LOVE YOU WHEN YOU ARE BASEBALL HATS Fe eine ena 
vet 1.4 10 THAT Saugus tee 
ea BETTER THAN THE AND SHIRTS! fen ung \ tte 1 AS? wonen 
78. LMG UKE YOU BETTER IF We SLEPT hr on acolo | gyi TSHIRTS 18. No Ear chs vest guauTy Tet Lg TO PARTY 
‘80, HUMPTY DUMPTY WAS PUSHED. WEIGHT TSHIRTS Moy COTTON te WE ONE ADEVE be MYSELF 
ee ee =~ — — — MADEN USA 16 why DON'T WE GET DRUNK AND SCREW? Na a al 
Fate THE MOE We TALK THE LESS TIME We NH 
ae Lamcmariegagsomarvom IL Me 
, 70. THE KIND OF GUY YOUR MOTHER 
ee | ae wour HACE NOBODY CAN HEAR 20 hints pen WARNED YOU ABOUT. 
22. 1'S HARD TO BE HUMBLE WHEN YOU'RE 24, PARTY SIZE 
eo ere ne acl TACHE RIDER AS GREAT AS | AM. 25, 1980'S SLOW CARS—FAST WOMEN 
23, BOY, SURE LIKE TO TOUCH THOSE! 26.100... 
A a oie Cn 
Pett a ed mremanier: i iain wr to 
& ies tn TOUTE THER, \ Au, hee 3, HOW CAM YOU SOAR WITH EAGLES WHEN i WANT A MEAL NOT A SHACK! 
beak eco Ue oa aig a ala Me 64, YOUR, fon 340 DONT LAUGH. couLO YOU Oo BETTER ie 
4 ANE We FOR SOMEBODY MnO ives APPRECIATED, FUCK YOU VERY MUCH YOU ane no? 
go. 60 Suck A FANT 85. I'MA FUCKING GENIUS 34, GO POUND SAND) 
91, SEX 1S NEVER HAVING TO SAY YOU'RE 30, SOUNDS LIKE oust TO ME 68. FUCK OFF 35. SCHOOL SUCKS! 
ao eS hep colun 8, HEY LITTLE GIRL, WANNA PIECE OF CANDY? —«67. LIFE ISA BED OF ROSES, BUT WATCH OUT 38, ASK ME IF | CARE 
. SEY UTE BGY WANNA PIECE OF CANDY? FOR THE PRICK: 37 SOW BLD 
93, | WOULDN'T FUCK HER an OUH ocx. 10, SAVE OUR 8 TE WORD OF THE BAY 1 Los, net 38 USTENTOWHAT MEAN NOT WHATISAY 
LA ay al decal HARON A FAC his P SPREAD THE WORD, 39. TAKE THIS JOB AND SHi 
oe Or Ag Pee HEL a! Y, ASSHOLE! 69, ‘ol ANE CORDIALLY INVITED TO GO a (Mev EvesvTiNg’s Wa 
FF ERED IFE TM ON ORGS: 0:'2 Fok YOU YOV'CAN' TAKE A Jone FUCK YOURSE NOTHING MATTERS ; 
Pere Bie LIST OF MORE SAYINGS TO AUDE TO PRINT INCLUDED IN EVERY. OnDER RECEIVED. 4), KART RACERS DO IT ON ALL FOURS. a 
a AUS iat on Nae a eee ec eee ae we a oe ee eee ee 
100.700. ity TO FUCK! . 1 HOTLINE ORDER #: Credit Cards call toll free 1-800-864-AUDE...In California, Alaska, Hawaii & Foreign people call (714) 879-4103 
IL RANT IS FORPEGELE wie Cave’ || MAIL TO: GUCCIONE ENTERPRISES MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
WANDLE DRUGS jept. NL 102 U.S, FUNDS ONLY 
it HAVA EEDA FUG Se ! ae S. Cypress St., Bldg. Foreign Countries add an additional $2.00 to total. 
HEE HOME ERERE YG RACE THE LESS a, California 906: 8 eae Le TL RN EE RE ES 
ue FE | eg) ed 
107 TM NOTAS TH AS YOU 0 0 STONED AM es SANS YT MEATS NOT AYAABLE ee ee ee 
He. Lee ae, | BB. WATS war T-SHIRTS wer Sond._____Baseball Wats) @ $5.99 $ 
111, LHAVE YE TeQUbie ROME ingame cr | |srmee COLOR] geacy ] To Moar una ; RF TON 
112. FOUAREcOMDALY RUMTEO TOS ON ‘a tt Shiocing Hinting rhouldies ta ta. eee 
3 FAT SH gO MOTHER FUCKER | ue Mi TOTAL AMOUNT eNCLOSED 9; ceeetaae 
AS ae Ae SPACE TOUMAVE May Bue ill spi 0. or charge my CMaster Card Pye 
2, Towa in you ro see a Ho” i tie vin Signature : 
OAT WY RCETAR i |__|. MAROON Sines S/m/u/ny >" 


BEAT THE STEREO RIP-OFF! 


Get better sound than you've ever dreamed possible. Learn 


“X RATED! Provocative & Erotic Chocolate ||| the inside story of stereo design and sales (the big money 
Candies. A perfect gift to give a friend, or }| YS Would love to suppress this book)! Read ‘the most 
yourself, SEND: $6.95 for sampler gift box, or} thoughttul and complete overview ever written’ Send $4.95 
$1.50 for complete catalog. $1.00 refundable on {| Plus $1 postage and handling (MN residents add 5% sales 
first purchase. SEND Check or money order to | !2*) t0 Geronimo Press, 306 N Plum St, Northfield, MN 
O.C.P.C., 10382 Stanford Ave., Ste. B-301, }} 5°05? 
Garden Grove, CA 92640 


Improve your grades! Send $1.00 for your up- 
to-date, 306 page, term paper catalog. 
10,250 papers on file, all academic subjects. 


Research Assistance 11322 Idaho Ave. 
#206NP, Los Angeles, CA 90025 (213) 477-8226 


GREAT GIFT! 


Top Quality 
Cotton Polyester 
Sizes: 

S,M,L,XL $8.50 
XXL, $9.50 

Prices include A 
postage & 
handling. 


Send check or 
money order to: 


GMB Diversified—Dept. NL 
494 Walters Rd. 


Chagrin Falls, Ohio 44022 TORLESS CHICKS 


——ij™ Colors: E 
( Red, Yellow TShirt Colors Tan- LTBlue-Gray 
ue, Blac Sizes SMLXL 
Wy White Postpaid 
Specity Indicate Color Size And Style, A orB 
Maryland Residents add 5% Sales Tax. 
Mail Check Or Money Order To 
Quantity EMM ENTERPRISES 
Money Back B13 Painted Post Court 


Baltimore Maryland 
Guarantee aiZ0B 


FREE PHOTO BOOK! 


To Introduce you to Adam & Eve's ex- 
clusive line of sexual bestsellers, we're 
making an unprecedented introductory 
offer: A FREE 176-page book bursting 
with dozens of explicit, close-up photos of 
the most arousing sexual positions you've 
fever soon! Send just $2 for postage and 
handling, and we'll rush your free photo 
book. 


NEW CATALOG! 


Adam & Eve's all now 1983 catalog is now avail- 
able 48 pages bursting wilh sex ads, soxy 
lingerie, eroti: books with explicit photos to turn 
YoU on, plus the world’s most exciting selection of 
male contraceptives (with "pleasure probes", tex- 
ture dots, mare!) Send just $2.00 


CONDOMS BY MAIL! 


‘Your choice of the best mens contraceptives — Trojans, Nuda, 
SCORE! Stimula, and 35 other brands! Plain package, satisfaction 
guaranteed. Sampler pack of 10 assorted condoms — 52 


San thie coupon along with Name andl Addross to 
‘Adam & Eve, P.O Box 900, Dept, NL-31, Carrboro, NC 27510 


Fz Pho ok Pet onN§200 40 Condom Samper... $200 
1 #9999 Catalog $200 Cana alg st $3,00! 


‘SURVIVE! 


lets THE ,S{RODENTS. 
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GEOFFREY BARIS 


These tine polo shirts trom National Lampoon sport the 
distinctive, attractive symbol, a double-amputee frog. 

Yes, the unfortunate frog is your assurance that you have 
purchased the very tinest. Wear your shirt with pride, with or 
without pants. 

National Lampoon shirts are available only by mail. The 
price? Just $12.95, plus postage and handling. Order yours. 
today and insure yourself the respect your discernment and Pid 
taste deserve. 


ANNOUNCING FROG 


National Lampoon now offers the 
most prestigious shirt in America, and at a price 


Also available in blue and yellow that prestigious people can afford. 


at $13.95 each. 


FROG DRAWING BY CARTOONIST SAM GROSS ¢ 


IF YOU LIVE TO BE 100 — YOU'LL NEVER FIND AN EASIER WAY TO GET GIRLS ... BELIEVE IT OR NOT — IT’S TRUE!!! 


How To Get Girls Through Hypnotism! 


Give Us 5 Days — And We'll Give You A New Modernized Method of Getting Girls 
That Works Like Nothing You’ve Ever Seen Before — Let Us Prove It 


IT’S the newest ... 
getting girls. 

{t's called S/A Hypnotism. And thousands 
of men like yourself have already begun to 
use this easy-to-master principle to meet, 
date and even seduce girls, 

S/A Hypnotism works. It works like noth- 
ing you've ever seen before. And we'll 
prove it. 

We'll show you exactly how to use this 
principle to meet more beautiful girls than 
you ever dreamed possible. 

It doesn’t matter how many times you've 
failed with girls before. Nor does it matter 
why you failed, That's all in the past now. 


GIRLS WILL BE NATURALLY 
ATTRACTED TO YOU 

When you begin to use S/A Hypnotism, 
you will have one of the most powerful 
forces known to man working tor you. Most 
girls will see you as a man who they‘d like to 
get to know better... much better, Many 
will be instantly attracted to you. Some will 
simply not be able to resist you 

Don't get us wrong. We're not going to 
give you any magical or super-natural pow- 
ers. 

All we are going to do is teach you how to 
use a highly effective, little-known princi- 
ple — a principle that is available to any 
man who is willing to make the small effort 
required to learn it. 

R, C,, Mich., says: *'/ ried every trick 1 
knew to meet girls. But! seldom succeeded. 

used just about every pick-up technique 
ever invented, And I still came up empty- 
handed. 

1 was quite lonely — to say the least. 

Then I heard about S/A Hypnotism. 

Viladmit ... Thad my doubts at first, But] 
took achance and gave ita wy. 1 had noth- 
ing to lose. 

Well, Piltellvou ... Itdidi ttake me long 
to see that T had stumbled outa something 
big. Really big! 

Within just 4 or 5 days, 1 was meeting 
more beautiful girls than 1 knew what to do 
with, 

I started making dates with more girly 
than L really had time for. 

But that’s nothing. You should see some 
of the sexy girls who were actually eager to 
sleep with me! 

Honestly, | haven't had this much fun in 
vears. Thanks to S/A Hypnotism!" 

And now, you too, can learn to use S/A 
Hypnotism to meet, date and even seduce 
beautiful girls. 

In a matter of days. you too, will be able 
to walk up to a girl (any girl), and within 
seconds, have her name, address and phone 
number. 

And that will only be the beginning. Be- 
cause from that point on, she will agree with 
practically anything you suggest (within 
reason), 


most modern way of 


That's the kind of power S/A Hypnotism 
will give you, It puts you “in control” at all 
times. 

DON’T SELL YOURSELF SHORT 

Now maybe this sounds like a bunch of 
“mumbo-jumbo™ to you. [Hf so — let us 
suggest this: 

Put your doubts aside for awhile and give 
yourself a chance 

Notice we said give yourselfachance 

This principle works ... and all the doubts 
in the world won't change that. But if you let 
your doubts get in your way — and you 
don’ tat least give ita try — you'll be selling 
yourself short and robbing yourself of the 
success with girls you want so badly, 

You don't need any special education or 
talent to learn S/A Hypnotism. There are no 
complicated courses to take. 

Simply follow the steps in our easy-to- 
read, easy-to-understand book called 
The Easy Way To Get Girls: Through S/A 
Hypnotism. 

Read the book through just two or three 
times (with a reasonable amount of concen- 
tration)...and you'll be well on your way to 
getting all the beautiful girls you ever 
wanted. 

And remember — it doesn’t matter what 
you look like or how old you are. These 
things mean nothing when you use $/A Hyp 
nousm. 


MOST UNUSUAL GUARANTEE 
IN HISTORY OF ADVERTISING 


S/A Hypnotism is working for thousands 
of men — and it will work for you, We 
guarantee it. 

In fact, we're going to go ahead and make 
you one of the most unusual guarantees in 
the history of advertising. And here it is: 

Try out the principle of S/A Hypnotism for 
amonth. Then .., if you haven't met, dated 
and even slept with more beautiful girls in 
those four weeks than you have in the past 
year, return the material. We'll rush you a 
full refund and more. 


We will send you: 
© 12 dollars (the original amount you 
payed for our material) 


Plus: 

© 20¢ (the cost of the stamp you used to 
send us your order) 

@ 2¢ (the cost of the envelope you sent 
your order in) 

© 5¢ (for the time it tooksyou to fill out 
the coupon) 

© 10¢ (for your trouble) 


Think about that for a second 


gain: S/4 Hypnotism works. And 
said before; "We'll prove it to you.” 
All you have to do is send in the coupon 
now 

Every man who is popular with girls has 
his own special technique he uses to get 
them. If you are lucky enough to be one of 
these successful gentlemen, you don't need 
us or S/A Hypnotism 

On the other hand — if you're seriously 
looking for a reliable, no-nonsense method 
of getting girls; a method that will work 
auwhere, anytime... maybe you should 
give S/A Hypnotism an honest try, You may 
soon find yourself with more girls than any 
(en men put together! 


Mirobar Distributing, Dep't. NL 1082 1 
404 Park Ave. So., 
New York, NY 10016 \ 
Sounds almost too good to be tue — but | 
you've got a deal, What have [ got to lose? | 
Here's my 12 dollars. Send me The Easy Way { 
To Get Girly; Through S/A Hypnotism | 
After trying your material for a month, | 
must be meeting, dating and even sleeping I 
with more girls than [have in the past year, Or [ 
TI may return the material for a full retund and | 
more 
TL understand my material will be sent ina | 
plain wrapper { 
| 
! 
I 
! 


Name — 


Address = 


City 


State Zip 


© 1976 Silverman Research 


—---——---—------+ 
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NATIONAL LAMPOON 


Contest +13 


Whowillbe | 
thisyear’s | 
Mr October? | 


HEN THE WEATHER'S HOT 'N’ 
sticky, that’s no time for 
dunkin’ dicky, But when the 


frost is on the pun’kin, that’s the time for 
dicky dunkin’!” That's folk poetry, 
folks. And it reminds us all that it’s that 
time of year when one lucky individual 
will become Mr. October "82! 

Can you guess? Why delay? Send in 
your entry today, The winner will 
receive a National ee Black Sox 
baseball cap, personally autographed 
by our entire softball team. Important: 

ou must fill this in before the World 
Series! All entries that arrive here after 
the World Series will be null and void. 


ee 


H My nominee for Mr, October is 


Send to: 


Mr. October 
National Lampoon 
635 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10022 


z 
P 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Mr: M. Amsterdam 


J 


SPAS a STP 


104 October 1982 
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SEAGRAM'S GIN 
MAKES YOUR TOM COLLINS 
LETTER PERFECT. 


The smooth and refreshing taste of Seagram’s Gin 
makes the best drinks possible. Enjoy our quality in moderation. 


> 


aA Fe 2 Ties SEEPS 
100% NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. 80 PROO! 


Ultra Kings, 2 mg. “tar”, 0.3 mg. nicotine; Lights Kings, 9 mg. 
“tar’, 0.8 mg. nicotine av, per cigarette by FTC method; Filter Kings, Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
16 mg. "tar", 1.1 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Dec. ‘81. That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 


There's y 
only one way ‘ 
to play it... 


Wherever the music is hot, 
the taste is Kool. At any ‘tar’ level, there's 
only one sensation this refreshing. 


filté ” 
KGS 


©1982 B&W TCo. 


